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THE MAHARAJAH’S GUEST 


Probably as perfect a specimen of what a paternal 
Indian Government can produce, in the way of an 
anglicised native nobleman, was to be found m His 
Highness the Maharajah of Pugreepoor He had been 
under the thumb of English tutors ever since his infant 
steps toddled out ol the precincts of the zenana, and 
had been brought up on British ideas As a result, at 
the age of five -and -twenty, he was a dapper little 
fellow, dark-eyed and ltalian-loohmg, able to hold his 
own at cncket and polo against an Englishman, and as 
yet a stranger to the snaies of the brandy bottle and 
the nautch girl, which had ruined, first the figures and 
then the brains, of so many of his ancestors, long 
before they had reached his age 

Pugreepoor was the husband of one wife, a dusky 
little nonentity, whose form, as yet “ unfettered by 
stays,” and whose feet, as yet “ unspoilt by a shoe,” he 
was having squeezed into the fashions of Paris, as 
reproduced on the banks of the Hooghly Moreover, 
the impecunious widow of a general officer had been 
specially retained to teach the Maharanee deportment 
and manners, and to pioneer her through the intricacies 
of Anglo-Indian social etiquette 

For the Maharajah was gradually becoming one of 
the ornaments of society m Calcutta and Simla He 
owned large tiacts of land somewhere or other in the 
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Peninsula, and his income rivalled that of the richest 
of English dukes He could command vast battues of 
tiger and big game in wide stretches of jungle, and 
equip with an army of coolies and elephants, globe- 
trotters of high degree, w ho were anxious to see some- 
thing of sport during their scamper through India 
But all the same Pugrecpoor was not a reigning prince, 
and was only entitled to a very meagre salute of big 
guns at a durbar compared with many a bloated native 
potentate who could not write his own name, or read it 
either 

But Pugreepoor recked little of these things He 
aspired to be English among Englishmen, arid was 
already planning a visit to England during the Jubilee 
festivities As London society takes very kindly to 
anything dusky., be it Red Indian qc Hindoo., when 
once out of its own habitat, Pugreepoor hoped to spread 
lus pinions and w iden his horizons in the very highest 
spheres 

In spite of the rather negative attractions of his 
dusky bride, to whom he had been married at the tender 
age of ten, there w as one lesson, taught by the customs 
of Anglo-Indian society, which Pugreepoor showed him- 
self only too apt to learn — this was the noble art of 
flirtation As a rule, a lovely woman in India lias a holy 
horror of the native, however much her sisters in 
Belgravia may adulate him , for she knows but too well 
the point of view from w hich he regards her and her 
manners and customs But gradually for Pugreepooi 
an exception was made He was really not a bad-look - 
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ing little fellow He waltzed charmingly, and his 
wealth was so enormous that he was lavish with pre- 
sents on the very least pretext where he was anxious 
to please Slowly, but surely, the giddy gunner, the 
cavalier cavalry-man, the rising competition -wallah, 
some day to be worth his weight in pension, indeed even 
the fascinating A -D C , with the sweet sisterly confi- 
dential manner to women, found himself distanced by 
the little Maharajah 

Little Mrs Campbell, quite the prettiest woman up 
at Simla that year, who, in bygone days of happy 
memory, might even have had a poet-viceroy at her feet, 
threw ovei her last new pet A -D -C and the young 
lordhng in the Lancers, for Pugreepoor Her taste may 
not have been unimpeachable, but his diamonds were 
irresistible Nothing was now wanting to complete the 
Maharajah’s English education He was taken up as 
Mrs Campbell’s authorised “ bow-wow,” was taught to 
fetch and carry, and to stand patiently against the wall 
when not dancing with her, and worship from afar 
For her was the pick of his stable , she sanctioned his 
guests to tennis and dinner, allowed him to go nowhere 
where she was not invited, and took him out calling, 
and even to church Really, the Church Missionary 
Society owed her something for her praiseworthy efforts 
to reclaim this brand from the burning Mrs Campbell ' 
trained the Maharajah so well that she was even able 
to "lend” him occasionally to one or other of her 
female chums, to dance or ride with This, be it 
observed, is the crucial test of a “ bow-wow’s ” devotion 
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Now, naturally enough, Mrs Campbell, having taken 
all these pains with Pugreepoor, during the gay siv 
months of a Simla season, was not going to let him 
escape again into the giddy whirl of Calcutta, while 
she returned to the dusty little station where Captain 
Campbell had been left to grill alone 
“ Mahai ajah,” she began in her most winning manner, 
as the pair cantered, after the races in the bosky vale of 
Annan, up the w inding paths among the rhododendrons 
to the Mall, while the tree-crickets whirred overhead 
among the ile\es, and, the coolies panted up under 
their fair burdens ‘ Maharajah, I\e never been dowm 
to Calcutta It would be real nice of jou to ask me 
down for the race week 1 shall just die at Dustjpoor” 
To speak was to be obeyed The devoted Pugreepoor 
instantly made all the needful plans, and Mrs Campbell 
selected his house-party for the races 

Even the happiest times must have an end Govern- 
ment offices closed, the soldier’s leave season came to 
an end, and there was a general evodus from the 
mountain Capua, and a ceaseless stream of tongas 
galloped down the road to the plains The Simla 
world dispersed over the lergth and breadth of the 
Peninsula But Pugreepoor Went straight down to 
Calcutta, with the c upreme Government folk, and began 
to install himself in his new bungalow in Park-street 
Mrs Campbell, meantime, meandered about some large 
stations, paying visits, riding at single anchor, as it 
were, awaiting the Maharajah’s telegram to bid her 
flv south 



THE MAHARAJAH’S GUEST 


5 


The Calcutta tiades-people had a fine time of it, and 
rejoiced exceedingly that Pugrecpoor was going to do 
the thing in style this yeai When everything was 
ready he dispatched the buef wne to Huddelabad, 
which was to gladden Mrs Campbell’s heart — 

“ All ready Come at once ” 

But to his intense surprise he received an answer 
which staggered lnm for a moment — 

“My teims are three hundred rupees a month and 
all found ” 

But Pugrcepoor was too much ipus to hesitate 
Evidently the golden-haired one was in a playful mood 
So he telegraphed forthwith — 

" Terms be hanged 1 Come at once And knew no 
peace till he leceived an answer to say that Mis Camp- 
bell would arnve by the evening mail, which came in in 
time for dinner 

So the Maharajah set to woik and collected a little 
party zu time to dine with her on arrival Theie was 
first and foremost the people’s Bill (that is to say, the 
people’s Bill in India — no connection with a personage 
bearing that sobriquet in England) Theie was that us- 
ing young secretary Ben Blewett, and his charming 
wife, one of the three lovely sisters known throughout 
India as “Faith, Hope, and Chanty” (Mrs Blewett was 
Charity, because her kindness to mankind was so uni- 
versal that it covered a multitude of sins) With her 
came, as a matter of course, the high official to whom 
Blewett was indebted for his lapid promotion Then 
there was the most popular Adjutant-General that ever 
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breathed, beaming; and bov ish , young Lord Scampcrly, 
the A -D -C , and, last but not least, Mr Justice Squirrel, 
of the High Court, with several brand-new stones 
The train was late , it often is, when it steams into 
Howrah station after its three da) s’ journey from 
Pcshawur Ever) one was assembled in the palatial 
drawing-room awaiting Mrs Campbell’s arrival Amid 
the roar that followed one of Mr Squirrel’s stones 
(given as a sherry-and-bitters just to stimulate people’s 
appetites for something better to follow) even the 
Maharajahs expectant ears failed to hear the cai nage 
drive un 

The heavy foiticrc was flung bach, and a rustling 
white-robed attendant announced — 

“Mrs Campbell'” 

An unwieldy old woman, whose mtiicr was but too 
plainly indicated by her appearance, waddled into the 
room, and panted out to the petrified Maharajah — 

" How is the lady, sir? I ’opes I’m in time ' ” 

Poor Pugreepoor ' In Ins haste he had forgotten that 
there might be more than one Mrs Campbell in a large 
place like Huddclabad 
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bosom Mrs Munmc exhibited a tcndcncj to cultivate 
upon her upper lip the hirsute appendage which his 
ancient traditions forbade to the major She was also, 
in her domestic wa>, quite as great a financier as her 
husband 

Report said that the poor little major, who all day 
long dabbled his fingers in the coin of the realm, never 
had an anna he could call his ow n, but that madomc 
doled him out such as she thought good for him, and 
kept a stem eve on his mess bill lie had all our sym- 
pathies, especially towards the end of the month, when 
pay day was approaching and vc wanted him to let us 
overdraw We would be profuse then in our invitations 
to come and dine with one or other of us at mess, and 
m other small waj s try to give the poor old boj a little 
fun on the sly 

At the time when this veracious lustorj took place 
the Scilly Islanders had just been moved to a capital 
station, which I will call Guramghur The Munmes 
took up their abode in a corner bungalow, facing the 
barracks, and Rufflebj and I chummed in the next 
comer bungalow Between us and the Munmes, back 
to back, as it w ere, w ith the latter, and so facing our 
bungalow, resided a black-and-tan family of the name 
of Hooper Hooper pctc, who wrote the magic and 
elastic initials P W D after his name, was thin as 
a lath Madame, on the contrary, after the manner 
of Eurasian women of middle age, presented the ap- 
pearance of a feather-bed tied round the middle with 
a bit of string Their two daughters, however, were 
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with the fair ones in the galicrv, which somewhat mili- 
tated, I fear, against the benefit we should have derived 
from the chaplain’s discourses, especially when in addi- 
tion MacQumsic, our funn> man, would make his own 
interpolations 

Soon after our arrival at Guramghur, our sergeants 
gave a dance in barracks, to which, of course, they 
invited the mess, on a card of leviathan proportions 
Having .ascertained that the little I loo-poos were to be 
among the guests, we laid ourselves out for a lark, and 
invited some equally festive spirits among the gunners 
to come and dine and go with us 
As Ruffleby and I went out for our evening ride, we 
passed on the Mall the Munmcs’ barouche and seed} 
pair of grey countr}brcds Mrs M was taking the 
major out for his drive The poor old bo> looked 
dreadfully bored 

“ Look here,” I said to RufHcbj , “ let's ask the Back- 
sheesh Sahib to dine, and take him with us to-night 
He looks as if he was very dow n on his luck ” 

“ Happy thought,” rejoined my companion , “ I must 
get a hundred rupees advance out of him nevt week, 
or I shall be on mj' beam ends, so it’ll be as well to 
get him m a good temper” 

“ We’ll tell him he'll meet the little Iioo-poos I’m 
sure he’s rather smitten m that quarter, for I’ve no- 
ticed he alw ays sits and smokes in his back verandah 
now, so that he can look over into their compound and 
watch the fair young things at play But, by Jove, 
Mrs M ’ll never let him come 1 ” 



THE MAJOR’S MESS CLOTHES 


II 


" Leave it to me. I’ll square her,” cried Ruffleby, and 
he cantered after the carnage 
“ Have you met the colonel, major? ” he cried “ He 
wants to see you particularly , was asking where you 
were just now, when I left the mess” 

Unsuspecting, Mrs Munniehad the heads of the greys 
turned messwards, and Ruffleby joined me hastily 
" Once m the mess, I’ll keep him safe You ride 
back to his house, and tell his servant to send his mess 
clothes over to the mess at once He must dress there 
Quick * Before the old girl gets home ' ” 

Our plan succeeded admirably, for the prisoner was 
only too willing to be caught The bearer and the 
clothes arrived, and with the assistance of a stiff peg 
the major was emboldened to send a note back by 
him, to the effect that he was going to dine at mess 
We had a very festive dinner The paymaster’s 
hilarity almost equalled that of our guests, and he 
became a different man Ruffleby w'hispered to me he 
should ask for two hundred at least 

Dinner over, we adjourned to the sergeants’ mess in 
little companies of twos and threes Some drove, some 
rode their own or other fellow's’ ponies, some tried to 
w'alk, and at least three mounted on Derehurst’s old grey 
Arab, commonly called The Omnibus, because he w'as 
m the habit of conveying two or three fellows to mess 
The sergeants’ mess w'as a bower of beauty, taste- 
fully decorated with evergreens and pink-paper roses 
The gallant non-coms were deep in the seemingly 
endless mysteries of the Circassian Circle when we 
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arrived This was succeeded by the Triumph and 
Payne’si First Out of consideration, perhaps, for every- 
one's toes, round dances were in the minority Be- 
tw een the dances there was no sitting out m dark corners, 
such as was wont to obtain at some dances which we 
Scilly Islanders have given The warriors, in stiff 
tunics buttoned up to their throats, promenaded round 
and round the room with their partners, or conducted 
them to the peg-table, and gave them hot sherry 
“ And now , Mrs Maacartney, an’ w hat’ll y e take ? ” 
“Thank ye, kindly, I won’t take an) thing I had 
a thurst, but I’ve quinched it” 

Into this paradise of decorum, inhabited bj fair 
creatures with divers - coloured necks and gorgeous 
frocks of aniline hues, we, the new arrived, impoited, 
I am sorry to say, an element of rowdyism We intro- 
duced each other all round, to such fair ones as attract- 
ed our individual attentions, under high sounding names, 
and the promotion was most rapid m the Scilly Islanders 
that night 

I had just finished, notwithstanding the scowls of a 
leviathan bombardier in presenting “ Lord ” Dereliurst 
to a pretty little woman in a red dress, the exact shade 
of her red arms and neck, when I felt my elbow nudged 
The pay-master jerked his head towards the little 
Hoo-poos / 

“ Introduce me to our fair neighbours, my boy” 

I steered him acrcjss the room to the vicinity indi- 
cated Why will Eurasians alw ay s dress in w hite ? 
They looked very pretty, all the same, preening and 
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bridling, with orange bows in their dark hair, for all the 
woild like the cheeky little crested Hoo-poos who in- 
fested the verandah They were twittering in their 
soft chec-rhcc tongue to a circle of admirers who made 
way for us 

“Miss Hooper, allow me — introduce Major-Genual 
Munmc, CB — Aide-dc-Camp to the Queen (whisper)— 
who — most anxious — make your acquaintance ” 

“ Oh, my t You don’t say 1 Noa? I nc\crdid one 
real general know, at all'” And the dark ejes wen 
fi\cd reverentially on Munmc’s bald head 

Here m> colour-sergeant collated me and led me off 
to drink more hot sherry, after which the icgimental 
sergeant-major and the paj sergeant repeated the pro- 
cess I bare no \eiy clear or exact recollection of the 
e\ents of the ball The temperature of the loom was 
a bundled and something, and the betunickcd scigcants 
shone 'and tucklcd and mopped, and then shone and 
trickled and mopped again The flooi was \ery hca\\ 
for dancing and \cry hard foi falling 1 was charged 
in a wild polka bj a Hussar sergeant about si\ feet two 
and ignommiouslv floored I hare a \ision of old 
Munmc standing up m Sir Rogci about earn (the 
dance had begun at eight sharp) with one of the I loo- 
poo*, whom he tried to kiss as he turned her round 
Imagine Mis M ’s feelings had she seen ! I could not 
exactly sa\ w hat time w e most of us got back, somehow , 
to oiu own mess for some grilled bones RufHebj and 
I c*coitcd the par -master thither 

In for apenm, m foi a pound, j. ou know major 
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Must have some supper None waiting for you at home, 
you know 1 ” 

The vision of what was awaiting him at home, poor 
old boy, was so appalling, that his spirits only revived 
again after supper and champagne Then, somehow or 
other-one never knows how these things begin — there 
was a good deal of promiscuous bear-fighting, and a 
slaughter of the ante-room chairs and settees I know 
I had one lamp-shade, two tumblers, and a pane of glass 
down in my next mess bill The couches and chairs 
we shared equalh 1 also had a bruise on my left shin, 
which nobody paid me for 

While Ruffieby was dancing a fling down the mess 
table (the marks are there on the mahogany to this day) 
some of u& trussed old Munnie and the doctor with 
billiard ciies, and set them to cock-fight It was the 
event of th i evening I backed the pay-master, and lost 
my money A mid chorus of the last new comic song 
was going in round the piano, to which Derehurst was 
giving a brandy-and-soda, because he declared it was 


out of tune, and wanted picking up, when some of us 
had to lend ja hand to pack our guests the gunners into 
one of the kLka ghai js or flies, which had been parked 
out patiently in the compound all night We laid 
Ruffleby onlthe roof full length, as we could not make 
him sit up anyhow, and he eventually got to his bed I 
believe Th ;n I found old Munnie at mv elbow again, 
very dejected 

' Look hqre, my dear boy, what ever am I — do 
Daren’t go home like shish — shmk of the missus ? ” 
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He indeed presented a pitiable sight There was a 
huge hmek in his trousers, besides rents where there had 
once been brace buttons, one sleeve of his mess jacket 
was torn out, the shoulder straps W'erc wrenched off, and 
it was split up the back, the result of Ins trussing What 
was to be done indeed ! 

“You won’t leave me, my deal boy, sec me through 
it, there’s good fellar ” 

I sw'ore never to desert him, and we wended our way 
somewhat disconsolately down the road in the light of 
the glorious Indian full moon 

“ She mustn’t slice ’em Never let me dine at mess 
again What shall I do? Sure to find them to-morrow 
Alway s looks into all my' drawers,’’ moaned poor Munnic, 
as we approached his residence 
“ She shan't find them, major,” I said , ‘ we 11 hide 
them, and y'ou can telegraph to Calcutta for some more 
She must not find them at any price ” 

“No go, my dear fellar , always looks everywhere 
Keeps my' keys, y'ou know ” 

We w'ere standing actually in the gateway In anothei 
minute we should rouse the slumbering c/iohcdat , and see 
the dreaded vision of Mrs Munme prepared to welcome 
us in the verandah Suddenly an inspiration seized me 
I dragged the paj'-master into the shadow' of a tree and 
tore off the remains of lus mess jacket 
“ Quick, major 1 ” I exclaimed in a whisper hoarse 
with the awful gravity' of the situation “ Quick 1 Slip 
off your trousers Cold be hanged 1 \\ e must get rid 

of them We’ll bury them here m this flow er-bed ” 
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Two Eugene Arams engaged in concealing some lud- 
eousdeed of darkness could not hav e w orked with greater 
alacrity and trepidation than we two did there m the 
shadow' of the mango tree Happily the ground was 
soft, having been just dug and irrigated by the malice , 
and in a very short space of time the last v estige of 
scarlet and gold lay concealed beneath the surface, and 
w e breathed freely 

The shivering major skipped, in his airy attire, out 
into the moonlight and up the steps He was nearly 
knocked down in the verandah by a rug hurled at him 
from behind a half-opened door, and a voice thunaer- 
ed — 

“ Take that on to the drawing-room sofa For it’s 
all vou’ll get this morning” 

When I ran against Munme coming out of his office 
next day, his face lit up with a smile and a wink as he 
flourished a telegram at me 

“ All serene The new ones ’ll be sent up in a w eek 
I’m saved 1 ” 

Ruffleby got Ins advance without a word of demur, 
and the sky seemed clear 

Not quite, though We had a misunderstanding w ith 
our little Hoo-poos, which led to their transferring 
their fickle affections to two fellows in the artillery It 
came about on this w ise 

My stable-companion and I had arranged, the one 
an early morning walk, and the other an early morn- 
ing ride w ith our fair neighbours At 6 a m Hoo-poo 
number one, tired of w aitmg, for her tryst w ith me w as 
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for 5-30 a m , sent over to my beaier to awake me by 
force 

Knowing, by experience, how utterly futile is any 
attempt to dm a European name into a native’s head, 
she merely told him to rouse the little salub There is 
a matter of a few inches between Ruffieby’s height and 
mine But the valet was more than usually crass 

He awoke the wrong man, and, after a lapse of twenty 
minutes, returned to Miss Hooper with hands clasped, 
and a desole expression 

“ Miss) sahib, j our honour protector of the poor I 
have done my best Four times have I got the sahib 
out of bed — once, even, have I got one leg into his 
trousers — but he always turns into bed again, and says 
he is not the man 1 ” 

My Hoo-poo declined to accept this explanation 
A coolness ensued with the above-mentioned result 
A few days later as I left barracks, the adjutant asked 
me to follow the pay-master over to his bungalow' and 
mention to him some official matter which had escaoed 
him 

I found Munnie and his lady seated in the verandah, 
the former refreshing himself after his arduous duties 
with an ante-tiffin peg Madame received megnmly, 

I thought, so I hastened to broach the subject of 
my visit 

I was interrupted by the bearer’s appearance with 
the daily post, and a brown paper parcel came by par- 
cels post Munnie looked at me and seemed embar- 
rassed Mrs M regarded him sternly 
c, M G 
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“ What have you got there, Munnie ? Open it at 
once, and let me see what extravagance you’ve been up 
to now?” 

The pay-master obediently but nervously cut the 
string I wished myself anywhere else 

“ It’s only a new suit of mess clothes, my dear,” he 
faltered , “ mine were getting rather shabby,” and the 
neatly folded garments fell on the matting before him 
Mrs Munnie rose to her full height and advanced 
glaring at him, repeating in tones of thunder, “ Rather 
shabby, are they ? ” and she disappeared into the house 
I looked at Munnie, Munnie looked at me 
“ Don’t go, my dear boy — you’re not going 1 ” im- 
plored my accomplice, seeing me glance round as if to 
escape 

At that moment the mem-sahtb reappeared suddenly 
Hei expression was enough to quail the stoutest heart, 
and she brandished aloft before our conscience-stricken 
faces the exhumed mess clothes, muddy and tattered 
“ Rather shabby, are they ? ” she repeated “ I should 
rather think they are 1 ” 

I was a base coward for — I turned and bolted Ever 
afterwards the poor old Backsheesh Sahib was never 
allowed to dine at mess, except on Christmas and other 
rare occasions, when we had a ladies’ dinner party, and 
he could be accompanied by Mrs M 
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The following is a little episode out of the days 
when my husband, an officer in the Engineers, was m 
civil employ m India, and held the appointment of 
superintendent of what I will call the Guramghur and 
Ganges Canal Now the life of a canal engineer is 
slightly monotonous It may be a degree higher in 
social status to that of an engineer in charge of one 
of the State Railways, and it may embrace a wider 
sphere of action than that of engineer in charge o£ 
barracks or fortifications in a garrison station, but it 
lacks variety During the cold weather, for six months 
on end, we marched up and down that wretched stream, 
which ran through as uninteresting a tract of country 
as is to be found in Northern India At each halting- 
place — and I got to know them by heart, as they were 
placed at regular intervals of ten miles or so along the 
bank — the same pitching up the same camp, with 
everything in each tent exactly the same as it had been 
the day before Outside, the same muddy, sluggish 
stream, with its painfully regular banks, planted with 
the same tamarisk, acacia, and such like light trees 
We marched m the early morning, arriving at our new 
abode by breakfast-time, and found the mess-tent 
pitched, and the patient cook preparing our repast in the 
open air over a grate scooped out in the sun-baked earth 
After breakfast my husband held a kind of little court 
The headmen of the neighbouring villages appeared 
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Always the same mutual grumbles between them and 
the sahib— too much water le tout o\cr their rice-fields, 
or not water enough, arrears of dues to bepaid, and an 
everlasting finding fault with the n itivc subordinates in 
charge of this portion of the canal, corrupt and untrust- 
worthy as all nati\c officials are, and who, as usual, had 
pocketed the money and neglected to keep up the banks 
A slip and a flood were quite an excitement in our life 
Such an event had occurred at the time of which I 
am writing The heavy showers that generally fall in 
Northern India about Christmas time had come earlier 
than usual, and we found our habitual camping-place 
under w-ater, and our tents pitched for us in a square 
grove of mangrov c trees, about half a mile from the 
canal, and within a few hundred jards of a native 
village of mud huts It was not at all a bad place — 
shady, which was a consideration at noon, even at that 
season of the year — and a change from our usual 
surroundings So we decided that it would do very 
well for us to halt in for Christmas Day 

Christmas Day is kept by the English in India, how- 
ever remote and lonely they may be, and in spite of 
utterly uncongenial weather and surroundings, in a w'ay 
that has much of pathos m it There is a melancholy 
striving to keep Christmas as “at home” — a going to 
church W'here possible, gathering together of friends and 
acquaintances, a decorating of church and gateways with 
flowers, and much feasting — all which hollow' mockery 
does not still the longings for home, and the thoughts 
which will fly back to days that are no more 
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Our Christmas on the canal was generally lonely 
enough , but, on this occasion, we were looking for- 
ward with delight to the advent of two visitors One 
was our old friend, Colonel Rydale, an ally of many 
years’ standing, now retiring and going home for good, 
and who had promised to come and spend Christmas 
with us on his way down country 

The other was Jack Denver, a subaltern of artillery, 
quite new to India, and new to us also, though we were 
very anxious to make his acquaintance , for Jack had 
just come out from England, engaged to my youngest 
sister Lily, who was to follow and marry him a year later 
Our younger guest arrived in camp first, riding across 
country on a new purchase, ahead of his coolies and 
luggage The colonel came later xn our dog-cart, which 
we had sent to meet him at a point where the canal 
was crossed by the high road, and which brought him 
thence along the canal bank, a road strewn with ugly 
holes and pitfalls for the unwary 

" Now, Bob,” I said to my husband before dinner, 
“listen tome You’ll have plenty of Colonel Rydale 
who is not pressed for time, but Jack must go on to 
his battery the day after Christmas Day, and I want to 
find out what he’s like , so, after dinner, you go and 
have a quiet smoke with him alone, and I’ll entertain 
the colonel Men always wax confidential over a pipe 
I like the look of him well enough, but I don’t believe 
he’s half good enough for dear Lily ” 

Bob did as he was bid (he always does), and, after 
dinner, I found myself sitting in the dining-tent alone 
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with im elder guest, while Bob carried off Jack to 
smoke in the office tent 

It was a lovelv moonhght night, such a night is 
jouonlj get in the tropics, but clulh witlnl, for the 
wind was rising, as if rain were coining We had a 
little charcoal fire in our portable stove in the tent 
Colonel Rj dale talked of man} things and people 
o\ cr his coffee, but at hast I got him on to the subject 
nearest mj heart 

“Colonel Rjdalc,” I asked, “ dogne me \ our opinion 
about our joung friend jonder, I am so interested 
in him for my sister’s sake ” 

“Seems a nice fellow,’ the colonel replied, “what 
I\e seen of him Well-set-up and smart, and no non- 
sense about him Odd thing, \ ou know , but he reminds 
me so in appearance of a great chum of mine I lost 
when I was a joung fellow and quartered at Punkah- 
pore in this district, not far from here ” 

“ Indeed,” said I , "and was he nice, jour friend 
“A better fellow never breathed and good-looking 
too— just the image of that boj ” 

“ Poor fellow I And what did he die of?” 

“Die? He didn’t die, that’s the funnj part of it 
Queer stoiy altogether I never could make it out — 
he was lost — missing— not heard of” 

Mv feminine curiosity was roused 
“What a strange thing 1 Do tell me, Colonel 
Rvdale” 

I poured him out another cup of coffee , I bade the 
bearer bring him a live piece of charcoal wherewith to 
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light a fresh cigar, and, thus encouraged, the colonel 
told lus tale, what there was of it 

" It’s many years ago , I was a youngster, so was 
Jack — his name was Jack, too We did everything 
together , shared the same bungalow, rode together, 
shot together One of our favourite haunts for snipe 
was a jlieel (morass) near this very place We often 
came out here, and I recollect it because J ack admired 
very much a really very handsome native girl, whom 
we saw drawing water at the well near the village over 
there We laughed at Jack in the mess about her, and 
the headman of the village, one of whose wives she 
was, got jealous, I think, and shut her up and would not 
let her show herself when any of the sahibs came this 
wav shooting She really was a very pretty girl — so 
tall and slim and graceful , an oval face — and such eyes , 
not a bit like the aveiage native woman " 

“ Well, colonel,” I laughed, “ she seems to have 
made an imoression on you too, after all these years, 
for your memory to be so fresh ' But I am more in- 
terested in Jack ” 

“Well, it was one Christmas I was ordered away 
suddenly on detachment duty Jack took ten days’ 
leave, and went shooting It was a splendid snipe 
season, and there were lots of black buck in this part 
then Well, Jack went away on leave two or three 
days before Christmas The day after Christmas his 
bearer, the only servant he had with him, turned up 
sick with fever, saying his master, who was at an old 
rest-bungalow not far from here, had sent him back 
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because lie was so ill Well, do you Know, Jack was 
never seen or heard of again Tlie district was scoured, 
the nati\cs all interrogated, and there came a rumour 
that he had taken a dak gharrv (a pcst-chaisc) and 
gone down the Grand Trunk Road towards Calcutta 
Rut it was never confirmed, and no trace of him was 
ever found The civil officials did their best, but Jack 
had utterly disappeared IIis name appeared in orders, 
after a bit, as absent without lease After a month or 
twoitwas struck out of thescrvicein the official Garettc ” 

“But was there no reason for Ins disappearance 5 ’ 
I asked 

“None that I could ever find, c\ccnt that the poor 
fellow was very hard up, and owed a lot of money 
But that was the case with several of us in the ‘ Dash- 
ingDrabs’m those days A court of inquiry sat on 
his affairs, and we raised a subscription among us, and 
paid up, that the name of the old corps mightn't suffer, 
and also because we all missed poor Jack so No, it 
was a rum affair altogether I didn’t understand it at 
all, and I never shall ” 

At this moment the entry of my husband and Jack 
cut short our conversation, and soon afterwards I 
retired to my tent, leaving the gentlemen to sit up a 
little longer over their pegs 

My tent had been pitched a little way from the 
others, m a corner of the square, regularly -planted 
grove, under a particularly fine mango I got into my 
dressing-gown, dismissed my ayah, and, anxious to lose 
no time, sat down to begin at once a letter to Lily for 
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the next mail, with an account of my first impressions 
of Jack Denver I was busy writing when Bob came 
in and went to bed, and to sleep promptly, for he had 
had a worrying day in office 

Presently I finished, and putting away my letter — 
so eulogistic and so sanguine — raised the curtain of the 
tent door, to have a whiff of air before getting into bed 
The brilliant full moon, sailing at intervals from 
under scudding clouds, flooded the wide-stretchmg level 
plain with a haze of silver, and cast inky black shadow's 
in the grove under the mangoes But for the rising 
wund the night was very still Now and then a bark 
of a pa 1 tah dog echoed from the neighbouring village, 
or the distant yell of a jackal But there was a silence 
in the night, a silence which might be felt I stepped 
outside to enjoy the peace and beauty of the scene, 
and, as I did so, the w'eird hoot of a startled owl among 
the branches made me turn my head towards the grove 
Then I perceived two figures advancing towards me 
out of the deep shadow — tw r o — a man and a woman 
They came nearer out into a patch of moonlight, 
and I gave a gasp of surprise as I recognised them , 
for the man w r as Jack, my Lily’s Jack, and he w'as 
W'alking with a native woman 

I stepped back against the tent and watched eagerly, 
much shocked , for she was a very beautiful woman 
I could see now the moonlight was so strong — graceful 
and lissom m her scanty drapery, and — oh, horror 1 — • 
Jack had his arm round her waist, and her head was 
leaning on his shoulder 
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I dropped the curtain of the tent, and stood within 
thunderstruck at what I had seen Of course, I had 
heard rumours in India of Europeans taking' unto them- 
selves the daughters of the heathen , but that Lily’s 
Jack, so young, so new to the country, should pursue 
such a course so openly, and under my \ery nose, 
shocked me a'most as mucn as if it had been Bob him- 
self What faithlessness 1 what profligacy 1 My poor 
Lily ' 

There lay the letter in which I had been praising 
up to the skies this precious young scamp What a 
mercy it was that I had not sent it — that there was yet 
time to v am her as to the real character of the man 
whom she contemplated marrying 1 I tore up the letter 
I had written, and, with a strange whirl of anger, sur- 
prise, and distress in myr mind, flung myself into bed, 
and soon fell into a troubled sleep 

How long I had slept I do not know, but I w r as 
awoke suddenly by the whining of the little terrier Nip, 
io always slept at my feet Nip was standing bolt 
uprigvoVit m bed, with his ears back, his tail between 
his leg*w and attitude cowering He was gazing 
intently \ a t the ,door of the tent, and whining in a 
- nfcu H' n 


queer 


manner My first thought was of 


thieves, and l s Vl a j- U p p rom pt]y and looked in the 
same direction L 

-'O later, though the curtains did not 
fin two figures pass through them — 
^English clothes, the other a draped 
he clasped to him 


A second or 
part, I distinctly s^ 
one like Jack m 
native female, who 
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Ihey advanced slowly across the tent, and I sat and 
glared at them Suddenly, as they came nearer, my 
heart froze within me, for I saw that they were headless 
With one shriek of terror I fell back senseless on to 
my pillow 

When I came to myself it was broad daylight, and 
I was lying on a long bamboo chair in the dining tent 
As I opened my eyes, Bob bent over me, and a wonder- 
ful expression of relief crossed his face I grasped his 
hand convulsively 

“ Bob 1 ” I cried, “ for God’s sake, don’t leave me ” 

“ I’m not going to, darling , but you must be quiet,” 
and he laid a wet rag on my burning biow 

“ But where am I ? Why am I not m bed — m my 
tent ? ” 

* There was a heavy storm m the night after — 
after you weie taken ill The gye ropes gave way and 
the gusts nearly blew the tent down, so I carried you in 
here Are you feeling better ? ” 

As he spoke, the memory of the awful vision I had 
witnessed rose up again m all its appalling ghastliness, 
and I suppose I must have looked pretty bad again, for 
Bob forbade me to say another word He put on fresh 
cold applications, and the ayah came and fanned me 
Under these soothing influences my bewildered brain 
grew gradually soothed, and I slept 

It was a wretched Christmas Day after all, for all 
of us — we who had expected to be so jolty together 
I dozed all day, afraid to think, not allowed to talk, 
dreading the night with a nameless horror, How 
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thankful I was, then, towards evening to find myself 
being lifted into an extemporised doolie, and being 
borne away from that awful spot 
“ Where are you taking me, Bob ? ” I asked feebly, 
for my head was getting bad again 
‘‘On to the next camp, my darling We think it will 
be better for you You’ve got fever here” 

I noticed, in a vague kind of way, there was a queer 
look in his face, very unlike his usual expression He 
looked rather scared 

“ My head’s bad," I replied , “ but I’m not v ery 
ill— don’t be alarmed about me, Bob ” 

I meant to tell him what I had seen, but the horror 
of it again overpowered me, and I closed my eyres to 
shut out the ghastly sight 

Then the coolies came in and carried me off I don’t 
remember anything about the march or the new camp, 
for the morning brought on a sharp attack of fever, and 
for many days I lay unconscious and delirious Colonel 
Rydale staved on to compamonise Bob, who was really 
anxious about me, and sent in forty miles for the 
nearest doctor 

I got better My brain recovered its equilibrium, 
and I was able 'to think with less horror of what, but 
for Nip’s extraordinary behaviour, I should have thought 
a bad dream i 

One day I lay languidly in a long chair We were to 
march on the next morning and resume our regular rou- 
tine, and our guests were leaving us They were sitting 
by me now, and I feebly watched the colonel light a cigar 



IN A HAUNTED GKOVE 


29 


“What an odd ring that is on your little finger, 
colonel ? ” 

He dropped the match as if he had been shot, 
burning a hole in his trousers, and muttering to him- 
self for doing so 

“ It’s not native work, is it ? ” 

1 No, French,” he answered shortly 
“ Do let me see it” 

Rather unwillingly he let me draw his hand down 
and examine it 

“I see, it’s one of those French poitc-bonlieur rings, 
a twist of gold and silver A keepsake, eh, colonel ? ” 
and I laughed nervously, for as I touched the ring a 
cold creepy feeling came over me, and those two awful 
figures seemed to float before my eyes again 

“A keepsake? Yes,” he leplied shortly, “it be- 
longed to my friend J ack ” 

Here was an opportunity to disburden my mind of 
its awful secret Mastering my horror with a violent 
effort, I sat up and spoke 

“ Colonel Rydale,” I said, “I have seen your friendj ack ” 
The colonel jumped up amazed 
“ Good God 1 ” he exclaimed 

‘ Yes,” I went on, with increasing difficulty, for 
every word I spoke seemed to conjure up the vision 
afresh, " I have seen him twice — on Christmas Eve — - 
in the mango grove — with a beautiful native woman 
The first time I thought it was Jack Denver — the 
second time — in the tent — Nip woke me, howling — 
and I saw ” 
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I could not go on I covered my face with my 
hand as if I could blot out the sight, and the colonel, 
veiy alarmed, mixed me some stiff brandy-and water 
Then he looked at me fixedly 
“Do you feel stronger? Can you bear to hear 
something?" 

I nodded assent 

“We have found him— Jack — the next morning, 
Christmas Day They were righting your tent, which 
had been blown down, and in digging a trench round 

to carry off the water they came upon ” 

“ Go on,” I muttered 


“Two skeletons together — headless — the skulls de- 
tached— -chopped off On the w'rist and ankle-bones of 
one were a native woman’s bangles , on the little finger 
of the other this queer ring poor Jack used to wear 
That’s W'hy w'e moved you off in such a hurry Hullo 1 
Here, Bob — come, quick — your wufe has fainted 1 ” 


When I came to, I asked to see the ring again It 
seemed to have a fascination for me, this link between 
the poor murdered lad of years ago and the present 
“I remember the ring well” said Colonel Rydale 
“We used to chaff Jack about wearing it, and he always 
persisted in saying it \had been given him by a sister, 
who was dead ” 


“There's something engraved on the inside,” I 
remarked, twisting the ring round and reading aloud, 
“ J — a — c — k, f— r-j-o— m L — i — 1 — y — B — a — r — 
n — e — s ” 
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Jack Denver, who had not spoken hitherto, now 
jumped up with a start 

“ Good Heavens ' ” he exclaimed, “ show it to me 1 
That was my mother’s name before she married Yes, 
I knew she had a brother who died in India, but after 
her death I never saw much of her family, and I have 
never heard any particulars What a round world it 
is, to be sure 1 That poor fellow must have been my 
uncle !” 

Instantly the resemblance between Jack and that 
figure I had seen, flashed into my mind, and as quickly 
explained itself satisfactorily 

Lily and her Jack were married within the year, and 
are as happy as the day is long, but I have never had 
the courage to breathe to hei my suspicions of her 
lover on that awful night 
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The moral of the following tale is most reprehen- 
sible, and the only excuse I can offer for relating it is 
the lame one, that it happened a long while ago 
We youngsters of the Royal Scilly Islanders were a 
wild lot rather in those days But our wildness chiefly 
arose out of the intense happiness we all felt in serving 
together in that distinguished corps, which we fondly 
believed was equalled by none in the service Not a 
very humble opinion, to say the least, but one which I 
still hold as strongly as ever 

I have called ourselves the Scilly Islanders, because I 
have no wish that the reader should penetrate the dis- 
guise of this veracious history, or set about speculating 
forthwith as to whether we wore bonnets or bearskins, 
riflegreen, or British scarlet Suffice it that we bore the 
names of a score of glorious victories on our colours 
But we were by no means a wealthy lot of fellows, or 
with special fame in racing, cricket, &c (Polo in those 
days was played only by the natives on the Assam fron- 
tier, and had not penetrated to England, or even reached 
India.) No, our gfeat distinction was that we were the 
Islanders, and that was enough Promotion was slow, 
for gold (it was in the days of purchase) would not 
tempt fellows to leave, and as for the ranks, when short 
service was, as yet, an unknown thing, the men were 
born and died in the regiment 
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The epoch to which I am alluding being, of course, 
before the blissful dawn of the Cardwelhan competitive 
examination era, you could only get into the Scilly 
Islanders by way of a nomination from an Exalted 
Personage, who was honoured by being our Colonel 
How it was, therefore, that Hunks managed to get 
gazetted to us \v e marvelled greatly We came to the 
conclusion that the paternal Hunks, whose name to 
this day you see on reels of cotton, but fail perhaps 
to recognize as Lord de Hunsby (the de Hunsbys came 
in with the Conqueror, he has found out), had lent the 
Exalted Personage money 

In any case Hunks’s appearance followed that of his 
name in the gazette, and he burst upon our astonished 
eyes when we were quartered at Punkahpore He 
arrived, attended by many native servants, who were 
plundering him freely, and brought kit enough for a 
married man with a family, including an English dog- 
cart, and three Arabs he had bought at Bombay for 
four figures (in rupees) each, and who all presently 
turned out unsound He arrived, and, before dinner 
was half over the first night at mess, he had put our 
dear old Commanding Officer’s back up by enlightening 
him as to how things were done m his, Hunks’s, elder 
brother’s corps, the Green Di agoons 

“As if the Scilly Islanders wasn’t a pattern to a 

dozen of your d d swaggering heavies,” the old man 

muttered fiercely over his night-cap “ peg ” later on 
Then he dilated, and with a calm assuiance which 
was exasperating in the extreme to our Majoi, the 
C , M G 2 
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younger son of one of the most histone commoner 
families in England, on the glones of the faimlle 
Hunks He related how they had bought up a fine 
old estate in Wessex, and built a palace on the site of 
the old hall , and how they rented half a Scotch county 
from several heads of clans too poor to live on their 
properties The Major looked him down from head to 
foot, but writhed visibly' m his chair By' the time the 
wane was on the table he had informed another of us 
that his mamma, whose pet and darling he appeared to 
be, intended him, after he had seen a little soldienng, to 
marry' a well-known beauty', the dow erless daughter of 
a pauper peer of high degree 

“And I don’t think she’ll do badly, by' George 1 ” 
quoth Hunks, complacently, filling up his glass with 
our best champagne (with which he found fault), in 
blissful ignorance of the fact that the Lady Grace to 
whom he alluded was first cousin of the man sitting 
opposite him But the mess president was down upon 
him like a shot, and informed him that ladies were 
never mentioned by name at the mess of the Scilly 
Islanders 

But trying to set down Hunks was like trying to 
squash an india-rubber ball , his rebounding power was 
wonderful (Me had christened him Buggins, by-the- 
by e, as soon as we heard him announce that his 
name was Marrraduke Algernon de Tracy Hunks) 
Nevertheless, we all made very fair attempts to succeed 
in our laudable endeavour The hot weather was just 
coming on, and life was a trifle flat at Punkahpore, 
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so Hunks-baiting became the fashionable diversion 
amongst us youngsters Poor fellow • what a life we 
led him ' Any thinner skinned person must have 
suffered tortures, but his armour of conceit was im- 
penetrable Nothing could pierce that But we suffered 
too The mere contact with Hunks made us feel such 
miserable paupers, even such of us as weie not “deep 
m the banks” Little Ruffleby and Dick Derehurst 
who lived opposite the lordly bungalow where Hunks 
had taken up his abode m solitary grandeur, said they 
could smell his money across the road Fancy a brass 
bedstead and English furniture upholstered in chintz, 
for a newly-joined subaltern, when a camp bedstead in 
the middle of a white-washed room, surrounded by 
bullock-trunks, was enough furniture for any of us * 
Before many days were over the fiat went forth 
amongst us that Buggins was to be suppressed, or we 
of the Scilly Islanders would know the reason why 
The seniors winked at our little games, loathing the 
newly-joined one as much as we did We had nim- 
ble wits amongst us, and were of an inventive turn 
of mind It was Derehurst and Ruffleby who packed 
up Hunks’s entire kit one day when he was at re- 
cruits’ drill, and littered his room with his own cards, 
with "P P C " written on them in the corner I strongly 
suspect that the Captain, who was Lady Grace’s cousin, 
had a hand m covering Hunks's magnificent gilt mirror 
with big cards, bearing fictitious invitations to Marma- 
duke Algernon de Tracy Buggins, from the Grand 
Lama of Thibet and the Governor-General downwards 
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his collar after mess But all was of no avail Hunks 
appeared to find himself very comfortable with the 
Scilly Islanders The fellow was not only a cad but 
a fool, and did not seem to know When he was being 
bullied 

The rest of the garrison, smart gilnners, dashing 
hussars, began to chaff us about “ Our Buggins,” and 
to hint what an ornament he was to our corps His 
latest mots, his most recent exploit, were retailed with 
a guffaw even over the mess table of the native m* 
fantry officers, whom we looked upon as not fit to black 
our shoes We felt we were becoming the laughing* 
stock of the station, that some of our glory was depart- 
ing from us, and all on account of Hunks * 

Things had reached this pass when Captain Smyhe, 
one of the smartest men of the regiment, returned to 
duty after a long spell as aide-de-camp at Calcutta to 
a Governor-General Who was now going home We 
were always very proud of Smyhe In every way he 
had been quite the neatest thing produced in the way 
of aides-de-camp for some years, and we youngsters 
especially thought a great deal of Smylie’s opinion 
about anything 

It was a great shock for poor Smylie when he return- 
ed to the old corps to find Hunks rooted in it as if he 
had joined years ago I can see Smylie now, the first 
night at dinner, his eyeglass fixed in his eye, and his 
quietest, most urbane manner on, carefully dissecting 
Hunks, and the latter absolutely giving himself away* 
Little Ruffleby tumbled off his chair with laughing 
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“ We can’t — a — keep that — a — boy,” remarked Smyli 
to a select few, late in the evening u He must be 

returned not up to — a — sample” 

We all assured our mentor we had done our utmost 
to rid us of him 

“ He’s a wart on the face of the regiment,” Sm) he 
w ent on 

“ My dear fellow ,” put In Derehurst, " you’ve not 
the remotest notion what we’ve suffered from him 
Only the other day I overheard one of the black regi- 
ment fellows speaking of us as ‘ Buggins’ Own ’” 

Smylie knocked the ashes off the end of his cigar 
with the air of a man who has made up his mind 

“ This must be put an end to He must go I'll 
see to it ” 

Now we all felt that a man who has spent some 
years at an Indian viceregal court, grappling with the 
precedence code and the invitation list, and who knows 
to a T who ought to take down whom to dinner, and 
such-like weighty and momentous questions, was not 
likely to be at a loss how to deal with a Hunks , so we 
went to bed elated 

Smylie had brought back w ith him to the regiment 
the handsome Arab chargers whereon he had been 
wont to figure m gubernatorial processions, as well as 
two or three smart ponies which he had used as a 
means of locomotion on the mountain paths of Simla 
One of these, Shaitan by name (an appellation which 
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will not bear translation), was a perfect little fiend In 
appeatancc reddish-brown, with white face, and rolling 
eye, he was fast and handy, and altogether delightful 
when you were once on him But m his stable no one 
but his groom dare go withm reach of his wicked hoofs 
or teeth, and as often as not he had to be blmd-folded 
before Smyhe could mount him For the Shaitan was 
what is called a man-eater If handsome is as handsome 
does, never did a pony’s character so belie his looks 
It was one evening after mess , the night was dark 
but sultry, for the hot weather was coming on apace, 
and we lay in long chairs in the verandah smoking 
Hunks, who was on duty that night, was holding forth 
about the price of something or other he possessed, I 
forget what, and Smyhe was drawing him out 

Suddenly the striking of the hour by the sentry at 
the guard-room m barracks, on a piece of iron hung 
up for the purpose, and which did duty as clock, rang 
out into the still night air, and reminded our hero that 
it was time to go and take the guard 
" What a bore 1 ” he exclaimed ' “ I forgot to tell 
my pony to come for me ” 

“ Perhaps he forgot to tell your groom,” remarked 
Smyhe, dryly , adding, “ I’ve a pony here, take that ” 

No one in India ever sets foot to ground if they can 
help it, and the guards were some quarter of a mile 
away, so Buggins accepted the offer 

Smyhe shouted for the groom , there was a vicious 
squeal in the darkness, and we all knew he had proffered 
Hunks the Shaitan 



40 


INDIAN IDYLLS 


The darkness favoured Buggms in getting on the 
pony quietly, and, in blissful ignorance of the animal 
he was bestriding, he disappeared out of the compound 
Smylie called back the groom who was for running 
behind him as is the custom 

“Don’t you go with that ‘ Sahib’ Let him manage 
the pony himself” 

We fell to talking again There was a consumption 
of ulusky and soda, and we awaited Hunks’s return 
Time passed He might have taken half a dozen guards 
and have been back by now' What could have happen- 
ed ? Had he forgotten the password and been fired at, 
for m India the sentries were then loaded ? 

The trotting of a pony up the drive interrupted our 
conjectures We all rose up and hailed Hunks 
No answer The Shaitan trotted up to the steps of 
the verandah alone 

We cautiously retired, for there w as an evil look in his 
eye Smylie directed the, groom to catch hold of his 
bridle The pony seemed hot, as if he had been ridden 
hard But where was his rider ? 

The groom bent over tMj c little beast, and extracted 
u ith difficulty something hi veld betw een his teeth and 
w as shaking sav agelj \ 

Smylie took it into the m&c -room, and examined it 
in the light It was a piece on* scarlet mess-jacket 
In mortal alarm lest the Shaitan should have made 
mincemeat of the unfortunate Buggms, we provided our- 
sclv cs w ith a lantern, and set off in search of him Wc 



HOW WE GOT RID OF HUNKS 


41 


had not proceeded far when we fell in with him trudging 
dejectedly along lh the dust, holding his arm 
“My cap was brushed off by a branch of a tree 
I got off to pick it up, and the brute came for me, 
neighing, squealing, biting, kicking I ran for it and 
got behind a tree, and he’s dodged me round it for 
the last half hour, and I think he’s nabbed a bit out of 
my arm ” 

His crestfallen appearance, and the vision he con- 
jured up of hide-and-seek with the Shaitan, was too 
much for most of us But wc found, on inspecting him> 
that tire pony had left his mark on Hunks, and that the 
victory remained with the quadruped 
Next morning, when our hero opened his eyes, he 
was surprised to see the regimental doctor and Smylie 
standing by his bed 

“ How do you feel this morning ? ” asked the former 
“ O, very fit 1 ” replied Hunks, “ except my arm’s a 
little stiff where that beast of a pony’s teeth scratched 
me” 

The solemnity deepened on the countenance of the 
other two, and they looked at each Other 

“ Do you feel at all thirsty ? ” asked the surgeon again 
“ Not more than usual in the morning,” said Hunks 
“ Last night was a dry night at mess ” 

“ Any queer feeling in your throat ? ” 

“ What on earth are you driving at ? No, my throat’s 
all right Yes — no — well, perhaps, a little •" (swal- 

lowing) 
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“ Oh ! not hydrophobia," gasped Hunks “ It's dogs 
have it, not horses ” 

“ In this country, alas ! horses too,” corrected the 
surgeon “ His behaviour last night was very odd ” 

“ Indeed it was 1 ” gasped Hunks, clutching his arm 
Oh' my poor mamma 1 What will she say ? Doctor," 
he added, seizing Jones’s hand imploringly, “ what can 
you do f Is there nothing you can recommend Save 
me, I implore you 1 My people will make your fortune 

if you do ” 

Jones shook his head “ I have so little experience 
in a case like this Your symptoms are serious your 

throat you feel, your dislike of water ” 

“ If I were only at home within reach of good ad- 
vice,” Hunks cried in an agony “ Doctor, can’t you 
get me sent home at once ? ” 

“ Your only chance, I should say,” replied Jones, as 

grave as a judge “ If it could be managed ” 

“It must, it .shall be managed,” Hunks continued 
hysterically “I must be off overland immediately 
Smylie, there’s a good fellow, I implore you go and 
see the Colonel for me ” 

“ I think I can manage it with a sick certificate,” 
said Jones “ Your case is urgent” 

And it was managed The next steamer removed 
Hunks from India’s coral strand, and from the Scilly 
Islanders, never to return The shock had been too 
much for him and his mamma, who never let him 
out of her sight again 
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I do not know if he ever gave Lady Grace the 
honour of refusing him , but I know, when I saw her 
last, it was at a ball the Sally Islanders gave to the 
Evalted Personage when she was her cousin’s wife 
Shaitan was alive and kicking for many years after 
Hunks bolted home, but his temper did not improve 
with age 
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I AM left alone, for the first time in my life It is 
my buthday too I am nineteen to-day I had almost 
forgotten it wtth no one near to recall it 
Quite alone, save for the tiny pink blossom of a 
baby dozing m the arms of the ayah in the next room 
By-the-bye, he has a birthday to-day, too He is five 
weeks old, a little fragile hot weather baby, yet how 
much he is to me already, and with what a pang I 
surrendered him to the aforesaid ayah ' 

Alone at a hotel in an Indian hill-station 1 Roger 
brought me up here, and then had to return and grill 
in the plains Poor Roger * But he has gone through 
so much hot weather I could grill no longer, and they 
ordered me away as soon as I could move 
Oh 1 the terrible heat 1 What a blurred recollection 
of suffering and stagnation are the last few months 
since the furnace life began It makes me shudder to 
look back upon it 

Up here the air is like champagne, and life seems 
once more worth living But my reflection in the glass 
shows me still a very white little face Ah 1 what a 
colour I used to have at home 1 

Home * How lonely the very word makes me feel 
What a long way off home seems 1 I never felt lonely 
at home How could I when there were eight of us, all 
in a small country vicarage How I miss them all 1 I 
should like to shovv baby to the girls 



46 


INDIAN IDYLLS 


I miss Roger, too I’ve such a sense of safety when 
he is with me, just as I have with father, and we ha\e 
never been separated before 

Roger will miss me a little, I think He is gone 
back to sit in that stifling court-house from sik m the 
morning till twelve Then when he returns to a late 
breakfast, I shall not be there to pour out his tea After- 
wards, he will go to sleep till it grows cool, when he will 
drive down to the racket-court, just as he has done 
for so many hot seasons before he married But he will 
not miss me as I miss him I can’t go back to my 
old life 

We have been married nearly' eleven months Yet, 
somehow, Roger always seems to me just as he did 
when I first saw him Good and kind he always is, 
but so much older, so far wiser, so far removed from me 
Even at home they never thought me the clever one 
among the girls How inferior I must be to Roger then 1 
It is just a year since we met He had run home on 
three months’ privilege leave, thin and tanned 

The first Sunday that he was stopping at the Hall, 
and sat m the Hall pew, I remember he looked at me 
all church time, and how uncomfortable he made me 
feel Then, after church, Harry asked father who the 
“ old fossil ” was They had no idea w hat a great man 
he is out here, a little King ruling a district as big as 
an English county 1 

I’ve sometimes asked Roger what made him single 
me out of all the girls I am not so tall as Lucy, nor 
anything like so cle\ er as Kate 
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But Roger would never answer He would only 
smile, and try and stroke my hair smooth 

Dear mother 1 I shall never forget how her eyes filled 
with tears when I came up to her room that night 
when Roger had asked me to marry him (after the 
tennis party at the Hall), to tell her all about it, and 
ask her what I should do 

How fervently she kissed me “ Indeed, Lily, you 
are a lucky girl 1 He’s a good man, and then an Indian 
civilian is always worth three hundred a year, dead or 
alive 1 ” 

Three weeks later we were married, and the next 
week I left them all for India 

I remember I did not think much of mother’s words 
at the time, but when I came out here to the big house, 
the tribe of servants, the horses, and the carriages, it 
was all very nice If only the others could have seen 
and had a share in all my grandeur 1 We were so 
poor It seemed almost wrong for me, little Lily, to 
go driving about in a big carriage and pair, while pooi, 
tired mother was tramping about the village at home 
Oh ' how doubly lonely and heart-sick it makes me 
to write and think about them all I feel so utterly 
forlorn Even Roger gone, Roger, who a little while 
ago seemed almost a stranger 
As I write, the great Indian full moon streams in 
at the open window, with the never-ceasing chirping 
of the crickets, or the distant baying of a pariah-dog 
The moon is sailing away placidly in a cloudless sap- 
phire sky, above the dusky forest-clad precipices, and 



INDIAN IDYLLS 


48 

over the deep, dark, silent lake But even she is alter- 
ed She can’t be the same pale, tremulous moon that 
used to peep into my little room at home 1 

And I am altered, too It is impossible that I can 
be the same Lily she used to find there 

What a noise of laughing and talking It will wake 
baby It is the company dispersing from the table d'hote 
I have had a little dinner alone here I shall never sum- 
mon up courage to face that long tableful of smart 
women and military-looking men, all by myself It 
was quite enough of an ordeal when Roger was here 
to protect me I am ahvaj s shy w ith strangers, and 
never did the talking at home 

There 1 A weak little whine like a kitten’s They 
did wake baby I must go to him 

Since I wrote the above I have been dining out all 
by mvself 1 How very brave of me 1 And my courage 
has been rewarded by having a very pleasant evening 
It came about in this wise 

Mrs Carruthers is the w'lfe of the Commissioner here 
I don’t exactly understand W'hat a commissioner is 
At home I know he’s something unpleasant, something 
to do with taxes Here, I believe, it is the next step 
above Roger, who often talks of the time w'hen he 
will be a Commissioner 

Anyhow, Mrs Carruthers is a great lady, and rules 
society I feel rather afraid of her The Carruthers 
are old friends of Roger’s, and he introduced them 
to me one day w'hen we met them on the Mall, as I 
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I don’t remember any of Mr Carruthers' remarks, all 
interspersed with Hindoostanee expressions, which he 
had to explain 

I don’t even remember much of what Captain Tres- 
smger said I fancied he did not talk much, only 
looked a great deal Anyhow, presently I found my- 
self chattering away as if I had known him for years 
At home they always said I was a chatterbox when 
I w r as not shy And he looked at me so kindly 
After dinner (how sorry I was when Mrs Carruthers 
nodded at me as the signal to rise) there w'as music 
Mr Carruthers had indigestion, I presume, for he went 
to sleep in a big chair, and almost snored 

The room w r as very hot, and I was still far from strong 
and felt weary with the unwonted excitement Mv 
flushed face suddenly turned cold, and the room began 
going round 1 hastily made an excuse to get out into 
the verandah for a gasp of fresh air Once out, I flung 
myself into the nearest chair, and closed my eyes, feel- 
ing as if I should faint 

Suddenly, some one bent over me It w r as my neigh- 
bour at dinner, asking if he should call Mrs Carruthers, 
or get me anything 

I implored him not to make any fuss, only to leave 
me alone, and closed my eyes again 

But he did not go away J He took my fan and began 
fanning me gently In a feiv minutes 1 felt much better, 
and said I would go back to the drawingroom But 
Captain Tressmger would r ot let me, and sat down m 
a chair by my side 
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It was a lovely night The blight moon lit up the 
depths of the lake below, and the mountains all around 
I felt too tired for much talking, and lying back in the 
chair, enjoyed the stillness and the balmy night air 
Inside some one sang a song about the “ Fairies ” 
The refrain — “And you shall touch with your finger 
tips the ivory gates and the golden,” came through the 
open window to us, and passed on into the still night 
Suddenly CaptainTressingerasked, looking down at me, 
“ Do you believe in fairyland ? ” 

I smiled, and answered that of course no grown up 
person does Then I sighed, and added, that I used to 
fervently, and wished I could now 

He looked at me a little, curiously, as, somehow, I 
never remember having seen anyone look before 
f ‘ I do 1 ” he said in a low voice 

“ What do you mean ? ” I laughed, at the idea of a big 
man like that believing in fairies 
Then he explained 

Somewhere or other he had read that once, and once 
only in our lives, some one leads us to the ivory gates 
and the golden, and puts the key into our hands Once, 
and once only do the gates open for us, and we catch 
a glimpse of fairyland Sooner or later, all get their 
glimpse, some get a short one, some along one But all 
get a deep one once in their lives To some it comes 
early, to some late , to some too late, he added sadly 
There was a silence 

I did not quite understand what he meant I suppose 
he noticed it, for he added 
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“ You have not had your peep yet, I feel sure But 
some day you will, and then remember what I told you. 
will you ? ” 

Just then there was a stir within Some of the 
guests were departing, and I rose and w ent m to take 
leave too 

I was packed up m my “dandy” and started home- 
wards I had not gone very far when there was a 
clatter of ponies’ hoofs behind me down the path, 
and Captain Tressinger came up and asked if he might 
see me home 

I was still nervous over my "jampannees,” lest m 
the dark they should stumble in these rocky paths and 
drop me, and 1 w as only too glad not to be alone, the 
moon cast such inky shadows under the trees 
By-the-bye, Captain Tressinger talked a good deal 
about the moon as he walked home by the side 
of my “dandy” He quoted poetry I am rather 
afraid some of it was Byron Now, at home, we 
girls were never allowed to read Byron But it 
was very pretty 

I am interrupted in writing this by a caller The 
servant brings in the card 

It is Captain Tressinger I’m so glad 

■*■*»** 

I am ashamed to find my poor diary has been drop- 
ped again What will Lucy say? She made me 
promise when I went away I would keep a diary 

It dropped m the hot weather when I was so ill 
But, when I came up to the hills and was left quite 
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alone with baby, I took it up again I seemed to need 
some one to talk to 

But lately I’ve not been nearly so much alone, for I 
have found a friend whom I can talk to as much as I like 
This is Captain Tressinger, and our friendship dates 
from Mrs Carruthers’ dinner party 

He is the first real soldier I have ever known 
When he’s on duty he appears in uniform And very 
well he looks m it (If I were a man I should always 
wear my uniform ) 

He is living in this hotel, and, thanks to him, I have 
summoned up courage to face the table dhole meals 
again The tepid food brought me in my own sitting- 
room was not nice Captain Tressinger sits next to 
me, and I don’t feel shy All the other gentlemen are 
very civil and kind 

This is a strange new life I am leading up in this 
lovely nook in the Himalayas I am beginning to feel 
quite strong, the air is so cool and keen 

It is indeed a lovely spot The lake lies in a cup, 
like the crater of an extinct volcano All around rise 
steep, wooded precipices covered with ilex and cypress 
and rhododendron, with here and there a red blossom 
left, for m April they dyed the mountain-side crimson 
The lake is green and deep, and sleeps placidly 
under the shadow of jutting crags on one side and of 
the willows on the other 

It is all more beautiful than anything I ever dreamt 
of I said one day to Captain Tressinger that it was 
like fairyland 
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He answered that It was fairyland to him He is 
very kind Nearly ever}’ day he comes and takes me 
for a walk It is very dull to go out alone, carried 
aloft to the music of the “jampannees”’ grunts and 
groans So I am only too glad, with Guy Tressinger 
as a guide, to lose myself in these beautiful paths, wind- 
ing in and out, among rocks and precipices, through 
ferny woods and by mountain sides, with far spreading 
views of plains and snows 

Sometimes in the afternoons, when it is hotter than 
usual, and we feel lazy, we go on the lake We take 
the Canadian canoe and Guy paddles, while I loll on 
cushions at the other end Then, where the shadows 
are deepest and coolest under Smuggler’s Rock, we 
generally come to a standstill altogether, and Guy 
smokes, while I talk, or lie and watch the mysterious 
lights and shadows of evening floating over lake and 
peak The prayer gong sounds from the Hindoo 
temple on the shore, vespers ring out from St Mary’s 
Convent in the trees, and a chorus of frogs comes up 
from the reeds by the water’s edge 

One day Guy Tressinger did a fearful thing that 
almost makes me shudder to u’rite about 

Far over our heads, on the precipitous cliffs, grew a rare 
fern I, heedlessly, said how I wished I could get it 

Guy said nothing at the time, but after a while, when 
he had finished his cigar, he flung au'ay the end, and 
paddling to shore, tied up the boat under a tree Then, 
almost before I knew what he was about to do, clambered 
up the rocks, hanging on by his hands and toes 
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1 got drcndfnllv frightened , it looked so fearfully 
dangerous A single false step might haiescnt him 
headlong, not into the lake, but to be clashed to pieces 
on the rocks below, I called to him as loud as I could 
to come back, that I did not want the fern But lie 
only turned lus head with a smile and shouted back 
that it was all right 

Worse followed lie found he could not reach the 
wretched plant from below, but had to climb up abo\c 
it, and then hanging dou n head and shoulders ov er the 
precipice, reach down to it with one hand It was too 
horrible to see ’ I fairly screamed aloud and hid mv 
face in mv hands that I might not see him 

Present!) , 1 don't know how soon, he w ns back again In 
m\ siae.and touched me on the arm, holding out the ferns 

I suppose I looked up w itii a scared face, for lie looked 
distressed 

“ Did I rcall) frighten } ou ? Oh 1 I’m so sorry 1 It 
was nothing, you know ’’ 

II Promise me, promise me thatjou will nc\cr do an\- 
thmg so dangerous again I can’t bear to sec \ ou ' ” 

He lool cd at me, for a moment, strangcH , as if about 
to sa\ something Then suddcnl) he turned away 
sorang into the canoe and seized the paddle 

11 It s getting late and damp for > ou to be out ” 

Ills \n,ce souncied forced and lnisk\ 

Then without a word he paddled home fast and 
furious!) But when I got in I was surprised to find it 
was not rca’lv so \cr\ late after all 
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Ten days have passed since I wrote in my diary' 
Only ten days — and jet what a change they ha\e 
brought ' 

All, all is altered 1 The v eil is torn from my eyes, the 
illusion over I see now the precipice that yawned at 
my feet 

No longer am I the light-hearted, innocent girl, but 
a woman, a hundred jears older A miserable, con- 
science-stricken woman 

Now I see plainly how Guy Tressmgcr loi.es me , and 
I — with shame let me confess it — I know' that m my 
heart of hearts I love him as I never dreamed I could 
love anyone 

With him I am happy Without him, I am restless 
and w retched till he comes again My life seems to 
hinge on him, to consist in his presence, in hearing his 
voice 

I look back to before I knew' him I see now how 
starved, and cold, and lov eless my existence w as I look 
forward with despair to a future m which he cannot, 
maj' not, find a place 

All[this I feel to be wrong — dreadfully, desperately 
wrong 1 But I can’t help it 

It has overmastered me, overpowered me I know’ it 
is love * 

What have I done that I should be so happy and j'et 
so miserable , that I should taste this bitter-sw'eet — this 
pleasurable pam ? 

For the last few w eeks I have been hv me m a fool’s 
paradise It -was fairyland, the fanyland of which Guy 
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spoke that evening when first we met He has given 
me the key He has opened for me " the ivory gates 
and the golden ” 

And this one short glimpse of fairyland has changed 
all the world to me Who can come back from such 
a golden vision and view the commonplace earth with 
the same eyes again ? Oh 1 why did I ever go in ? 
And yet I hug to my heart the peep I have had 1 
This is how I awoke out of my dream 
There was a big ball at the Assembly Rooms by 
the lake, to which I was persuaded to go The Car- 
ruthers said it was the ball of the season, and that I 
ought to go if only for once 

Then a great wish came over me for a dance and 
to wear a certain new ball-dress that had never even 
been unpacked 

Lastly, one day Guy begged me, with that strange, 
imploring look of his, which now, alas ' I understand 
so well, to go to please him 

I had never in my life been but to one big ball, and 
that was the Hunt Ball It had seemed to me gor- 
geous, inasmuch as the gentlemen wore pink Imagine 
then, what I thought as I entered the Bachelors’ Ball 
and found nearly all the male portion in uniform, 
including fat old Mr Carruthers, in a nondescript coat 
with brass buttons they told me was something 
political 

In the gallery a scarlet and gold Lancer band dis- 
coursed soul-stirring waltzes My dress was pretty , I 
felt young and strong I knew I could dance , partners 
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crowded round At my elbow was Guy Tressinger 
begging for as many dances as I would give him, and 
then — oh, intoxicating bliss ' — whirling me off in his 
arms into fairyland 

What wonder if I lost my head I was only mortal, 
and it was fairyland 

Then came the awakening 

We, Guy and I, were sitting out m the dim verandah 
overlooking the lake There was no moon, only stars 
All was dark and mysterious The sound of the music 
mingled with the night breeze in the trees and the lap 
of the water against the building 

They were playing “ Mia Cara ” Ah, me 1 those 
melancholy, deep low notes will haunt me to my dj ing 
day 

We had the comer all to ourselves, no one within 
earshot I do [not know how long \\ e had been there 
Guy had been talking rather hurriedly and excitedly 
His face was close enough in the dark for me to see 
how flushed it was, how brightly his eyes shone, and 
how fiercely he tugged at his moustache 
There -was a silence 

Even I, the chatterbox, w as silent I was with him 
I was happy — too happy for words 

Something made me afraid to break the silence I 
felt as if I were treading on a volcano which might 
burst under me at any moment It was like a lull 
before a storm , as if the air were hot and stifling, the 
thunder rumbling, and in another moment the torrent 
of passionate uords must fall 
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I suppose an older, wiser woman than I, with more 
knowledge of the world, would have stopped him But 
I was oniy a child, and unwittingly my heart was all 
his 

Then it came 

“Tell me, why were you so frightened the other day 
when I climbed up Smuggler’s Rock?” He asked it 
earnestly, and lus eyes asked it too 

"I frightened? Oh! I— I was afraid— it was very 
silly — afraid you would fall and be — hurt y ourself ’ I 
could not say killed 

“ Did you care ? Would you have cared if I had ? ” 
he continued incoherently Ills hand stole nearer mine, 
took my fan from me, and played with it nervously 
I looked up I do not know what answer I meant 
to give But I met his eyes They seemed to burn 
me through, and I never answered anything There 
was no need for words 

Then I let my head droop, my heart beating like a 
sledge hammer, so that I could scarcely breathe 

“I’m going away soon,” he went on, after a pause, 
hurriedly and hoarsely He bent doum over me, his 
breath fanned my cheek 

" My time at the depdt will be up very soon, you 
know, very soon now My peep into fairyland is over, 
our peep, may I say our peep ?” He seized my hand 
“ Lily, say you’re sorry Oh ' say you’ll miss me 1 ” 

I looked up and it was a moment before I grasped 
lus meaning Going away 1 
“ No, no, I can’t have you go ! ” 
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It broke from me unawares, and then, over-strung, 
I covered my face with my hands and burst into hysteri- 
cal tears 

The grasp on my hand tightened till it hurt me Just 
then the music ceased and couples of dancers came 
streaming into the verandah 

Guy rose, and leaning over the railing, stood there 
looking down into the dark lake 
I fancied I heard a groan 

Then a feeling of horror got possession of me I felt 
afraid of myself afraid of him, like a hunted creature 
brought to bay 

Mastering myself with a violent effort, I rose quickly 
and left the spot 

At the door of the brilliantly lighted ball-room, I found 
Mr Carruthers, for a wonder, wide awake at this hour 
“ I’ve got such a headache Would you be so kind 
as to get my 1 dandy ’ for me ? I must go home ” 
Happily, Mr Carruthers is very short-sighted I felt 
thankful for it It was but a short distance back to the 
hotel, but the maddening waltzes rang through my fever- 
ed brain all the way 

I went up to my room, and pulled aside the curtain 
that separated it from baby's Then I let it fall again 
No 1 I felt I could not face that little innocent, with 
my guilty secret weighing on my soul 

I paced the room restlessly, full of conflicting doubts 
and fears and self-reproaches 
Then I took off my ball-dress, and pulled the flowers 
off my head and bosom 
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Oh 1 that wretched ball , why did I ever go to it ? 
The room seemed to stifle me I flung open the 
window and sat down at my writing table The night 
breezes cooled my fevered head Almost mechanically 
as it were, from the need of confessing to some one, I 
began to write my diary 

It has done me good It has calmed me, though I 
feel as heart-sick, as despairing, as before 
A faint glow of dawn is perceptible in the air A caw- 
ing of half awakened crows comes in at the window 
Another day has begun The beginning of a life all 
changed for me Suddenly with a start I recollect it is 

the anniversary of my wedding day 

# * * < * 

I have come across the above sheets of an almost for- 
gotten diary, kept years ago when I first came to India 
The chapter of my life to which they refer is closed 
for ever The wounds are healed if the scars remain 
So I will now finish the story of my wedding day 
Since then we have had many anniversaries of our 
wedding day, but none, thank God, like the first Roger 
and I are staunch friends, if lovers we have never been, 
and have weathered together many blazing hot weathers 
and drenching monsoons 

Our children are growing up around us The little 
white cross, underneath which sleeps my little lost dar- 
ling among the everlasting hills, was all moss-grown and 
ancient-looking when last I visited it 
As I write, the agony of that loss comes welling up 
as if it were yesterday 
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But time softens all I had my glimpse into fairy- 
land, the fairyland of love, hand m hand with Guy 
T*ressinger, years ago It is all over now, only the me- 
mory comes back to me with the “ pain that is all but 
a pleasure ” 

But to go back to my wedding day 
Worn out with weeping and despair I fell into a 
deep, heavy sleep when day broke From this I was 
soon awakened 

The ayah w r as standing over me, begging me to 
come quickly to baby, w'ho was very ill 

In an instant I was by his cot, dazed and terrified 
There was no doubt of it His w r ee face was blue 
and drawn His tiny hands were tightly clenched 
with the thumbs turned inw ards, while Ins little limbs 
twitched convulsively 

Even at this distance of time certain events of that 
long weary day stand out as distinctly as if it were 
yesterday, while the w'hole day is one long blue of 
agony, almost still too painful for me to describe m 
detail It was a succession of hopes and fears I 
hardly realised anything or felt real myself I seemed 
a third person looking on at myself and baby 
At last, after wdiat seemed an age of waiting, the 
doctor came He looked very grave, and asked all 
manner of questions, which I answered as best I might 
Then he gave his opinion 

“ 1 5 m afraid you w r on't save him ” 

He was only a young fellow, of the Army Medical 
Department 



MY WEDDING DAY 


63 


He had never known heart-ache m his life lam 
sure he did not in the least realise how his words fell 
like lead on my heart numbed with grief 

Then he offered to telegraph to Roger, adding he 
was afraid he would not get here in time I let him 
do it, knowing all the while, though 1 hardly had the 
power to think, that it was quite impossible for Roger 
to get away at all 

Some time in the middle of the day (I did not keep 
count of hours) I was roused, as I sat by babv’s cradle, 
from a stupor almost as great as that into which he 
had fallen, by Guy Tressinger’s voice in the verandah, 
enquiring after me 

My heait gave a great bound Here, at least, was 
a friend , some one to cling to in this great, overwhelm- 
ing trouble 

But my next thought was one of horror Wo, no, 
I would not, could riot see him while Rogei’s baby — 
our baby — lay a-dying It would be adding to my 
guilt Was not, perhaps, this blow a punishment for 
having thought too much of him ? 

I rocked myself to and fro in my lonely grief over 
my darling’s bed, putting Guy out of my thoughts 

When the doctor came again there was a slight rally 
The fits ceased for a time Still his face looked grey 
and drawn You might have said a wax doll was 
lying there, you could hardly see his breathing 

Guy called again, and yet again, as the weary 
afternoon dragged on and the sun shone low in the 
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verandah The hotel was astir with people going for 
their evening walks and rides 

Then he sent m a note 

“ My heart aches for you Only tell me what I can do 
to help you 

“ Yours ever, 

“G T ” 

Even while I was gazing at the note, a cry from the 
ayah drew my attention to the boy 

Alas 1 another convulsion had set in His little face 
and limbs were twitching again 

When the doctor returned half an hour later, in 
tennis flannels, his bat under his arm, baby was quiet 
again, but he said another fit like that would carry him 
off 

The sun set The short twilight came on The 
room grew dark Night fell— an inky, dark, moonless 
night 

With it came suddenly a great horror of loneliness, 
with a longing for mother, such as I had not felt since 
I was a child, and I awoke up m a fright in the dark 
and wanted comfort 

I could not cry I had not shed a tear all day 

I sat there alone in the darkened room, wailing 
“ Mother, mother ' ” 

Oh 1 if she could only have heard 1 How she would 
have hurried to me, and suffered with me 

Baby lay in a state of coma At times I thought 
him dead I had to strain my ear so as to catch his 
breathing I do not know how the time passed They 
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brought lights, they offered me food I neither stirred 
nor answered 

Suddenly there was a sound of a man’s footsteps 
clanking down the verandah There was an alterca- 
tion of voices outside, and then the curtain across the 
door was pushed aside, and Guy Tressinger entered in 
uniform 

“ I have to go round the guards, past the telegiaph 
office Can I do anything for you?” 

He stood hesitating in the doorway and looked 
beseechingly at me 

The sound of his voice roused me I looked up I 
met those eyes, which always influenced me so strange- 
ly, and they broke the spell 

I rose, and rushing towards him hid my face on his 
shoulder, and burst into wild, passionate weeping 

Even now I can feel his arms around me, and his 
hot kisses on my cheek as he murmured 

“ My darling, my poor darling 1 ” 

There was a sound of approaching footsteps He 
pushed me gently away The doctor entered, and 
went over to baby’s bed I followed, and I think Guy 
left the room 

Baby was in another convulsion, worse than any of the 
preceding attacks The doctor shook his head, and 
tried to get a few drops of medicine inside the tightly 
clenched little mouth Then he shook his head again 

“ I can do no more ” 

I bent over the cot and took baby up in my arms 
I felt I would like to feel him there as long as I could 
C , M G 5 
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Poor mite 1 His wide, blue eyes rolled back and be- 
came fixed 

The doctor went and looked out into the dark night 
How time passed I know not I seemed stunned 
Suddenly there w'as a great commotion outside, a 
running down the verandah, a calling for the doctor 
He w'ent out, saying he would return directly 
I caught w'hat they said to him outside 
“ You’re w r anted at once, doctor There’s been an 
accident Tressinger’s fallen over the precipice He 
was galloping wildly to the guard-room and his pony 
shied with him, and they both went over A fatigue 
party has turned out to look for him Come at once ” 
He looked in at the door, and must hav e seen from 
my face that I had heard all 
I motioned him away 
“ Go, go at once Don’t delay ” 

And then I bent over my baby, praying as never 
m my^ life I had prayed before, not that he might be 
spared, but that I might be taken with him 

There was a long, long interval of silence and soli- 
tude 

Baby w'as quiet and still , such a feather-weight on 
my arm 

I heard a distant clock strike midnight, an owl 
screech, and a pack of jackals fill the night with their 
unearthly music, before the doctor returned 

When he did so, his face was w'hite and set, and 
he seemed afraid to meet my eye 
I looked up at him 
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There must have been command as well as entreaty 
in my face 

“ Tell me,” I asked m a harsh, hoarse voice, which 
sounded to me as if some one else was speaking 
He hesitated a moment 

“ Captain Tressinger has met ” 

“ Tell me,” I repeated 
His head drooped 

“ He must have been killed instantly I ” 

Then he came across and bent over baby 
“ Let me take him from you now He does not 
need you any more ” 
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Rightly or wrongly, people talked a good deal at 
the time, more even than people generally do talk in 
an Indian hill - station, which is saying a good deal 
Mrs Caramel was young, pretty, and attractive She had 
met Herbert Aynsley one cold season at Punkahpore, 
and he had been much smitten Then the following 
hot weather she had gone up to the hills alone for six 
months, to escape the heat, and he had taken leave 
and followed her thither Up at that naughty little 
nook Ivimree, among the rhododendrons and under the 
shadow of the mighty mountains, they were always 
together , for Mrs Caramel found her own society 
unendurable At the balls, after dancing eight or ten 
dances together, Aynsley would take her down to 
supper, and afterwards escort her home, under the stars, 
to her chalet-hke cottage among the crags, where anj 
one calling always found him hanging about very much 
at home Then they were met m the twilight return- 
ing from long rides together, their ponies being led 
behind them while he helped her dow n the steep places 
Long sunny afternoons he sculled her about the lake, 
and the great full Indian moon would beam down 
upon them idling about in canoes Finally, it became 
an understood thing that neither would go to anj 
dinner or picnic in which the other Y as not included, 
and that a seat must always be reserved for him every- 
where next to her To use the common Anglo-Indian 
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slang, in short, Aynsley was acknowledged as Mrs 
Caramel’s “ bow-wow ” 

Of course it was all a great pity, and Mrs Caramel 
was very silly But Herbert Aynsley was a good-look- 
ing young fellow, smarter and better groomed than 
the average competition-wallah On the other hand, 
Colonel Caramel was fat and stupid, and years older 
than his wife He did not seem to mind, if indeed he 
noticed, what was on everyone’s tongue One’s own 
affairs are often more one’s neighbour’s business than 
one’s own 

However, this had taken place some years ago, and 
now they were all at home The Caramels had retired 
from the service The Colonel had come into a little 
money, and had developed gouty tendencies , and they 
had settled down in a small house in Wessex, which 
had been left them with the property 

But the Herbert Aynsley friendship had not waned. 
As long as they were in India, though often widely 
separated by the exigencies of their respective services, 
he had generally contrived to get up to the lulls for a 
little to Mrs Caramel m summer, and to run over and 
see her at Christmas, or for an odd week now and 
again It was quite an old story now, and people 
generally accepted it, as they do accept such friendship 
in the easy-going East Aynsley was now home on 
sick-leave, and of course staying down in Wessex with 
the Caramels But there was another reason for his 
being there besides his old penchant for Mrs Caramel. 
This latter had grown decidedly stout , also she had 
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lost some of her good looks, and presented the washed- 
out appearance of Anglo-Indian beauties when viewed 
in contrast ruth their fresher English sisters Aynsley 
was getting a little tired of her Then the doctors had 
told him he ought not to go back to India again , but 
alas< he was overwhelmed with debts, the result of 
years of extravagance What was to be done ? Mrs 
Caramel was fully alive to the state of affairs Like a 
wise woman, she seized the bull by the horns, and 
determined to get him married Like the true friend 
she was, with the utmost devotion she discovered an 
heiress for him 

The McKinlay’s widow and onlj daughter lived at 
the big house, Ashleigh Manor, only a stone’s throw r 
from the Caramel’s little place Old McKmlay had 
made a large fortune in business, bought the property, 
and then died His only surviving child was Caroline, 
aged nineteen — just the girl Mrs Caramel wanted to get 
hold of for Aynsley She was a thoroughly good girl 
this Caroline McKinlay very strictly brought up, and 
gentle and loving She would make Him a harmless, 
commonplace sort of wife Then she had Soool a year 
A further advantage was that she was decidedly plain, 
with sandy hair, pale eyes, ano a bad complexion — not 
at all the sort of girl to exercise much influence over a 
man like Aynsley, and Mrs Caramel was not m the 
least afraid of his getting too fond of her Her mother 
was a tall, angular, sharp-featured Scotch-woman, who 
had married McKinlay in his early obscure days, and 
had not and never would accommodate herself entirely 
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to her improved position She was a strong Presbyterian, 
and took an austere view of life , but in deference 
to hei position as mistiess of Ashleigh Manor, she con- 
descended on Sundays to occupy the gieat square pew 
in the village church, \\ Inch went with the big house 

Aynsley’s suit had progressed charmingly All that 
beautiful month of August he had laid siege to the 
heiress’s heart He was to her as a god descended from 
Olympus , she had met very few men, and none to be 
compaied to him In the meantime, Mrs Caramel, 
with her honeyed little ways, had quite captivated the 
mamma In fact, she had obtained so much influence 
over that lady, wno imagined her the “ glass of fashion 
and the mould of form,” that she had actually peisuad- 
ed her to issue invitations for a grand garden party 
(dances Mrs McKinlay deemed a snare of the Evil 
One), to commemorate Caroline’s nineteenth bnthday, 
when the house should be thrown open for the first time 
since the old man’s death At this party Mrs Caramel 
intended that Aynsley should lay the copingstone on 
her plans by proposing to the heiress 

The evening before this great event Mrs Caramel sat 
on her little lawn, after tennis was over, dispensing tea, 
or rather brandy-and soda, and good advice simulta- 
neously, to Aynsley, who lay on his back on the grass, 
looking very handsome in his flannels, and contemplat- 
ing lazily the little spiral curls of smoke he puffed 
up into the air 

“ You’re really very lazy to-night, Bertie,” she remark- 
ed from the depths of a low basket chair , “ I’m sure 
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you’re not attending even to what I am saying to j ou 
You must really make up your mind — that is, if you 
have an}' to make up, which I almost begin to doubt — 
as to when you are going to do it Is it to be when 
you give her the bouquet (it will be down from Covent 
Garden the first thing to-morrow morning), or shall it 
come off in the evening, after everyone has left' 1 I 
could bring her into the garden and make an opportunity 
for you Now tell me, what am I to do ? ” 

" I really don’t know, and I’m sure I don’t care,” 
drawled Herbert “ By Jove 1 it’s really an awful 
thought that by this time to-morrow a fellow may not 
be his own master any longer * And then there’s that 
old canting hag of a mother, too • I shall belong half 
to her, I suppose ” 

“ Really, Herbeit, you’re very exasperating to-night,” 
pouted Mrs Caramel ” Here am I arranging all this 
for you, and you are too lazy even to decide, much less 
to say thank you Why, I suppose,” she sighed, " you 
never even give me a thought in the matter Perhaps 
this is the last evening I shall even be allowed to call 
you ‘Bertie,’ for instance, after all these years ” And 
her handkerchief went up to her pretty blue eyes 

“ Come, come, little woman,” said Herbert soothingly, 
rousing himself as he spoke “That’s all nonsense, you 
know We shall always be the same to each other 
whatever happens , you know that Come along, and 
let’s have a row on the river before dinner ” And he 
put his arm m hers and led her away 
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The nc\t day was the garden-party A bright after- 
noon, and the place looked its best Not so Caroline 
McKinlay, tortured with hopes and fears as to Aynsley’s 
intentions , and then, as Mrs Caramel charitably re- 
marked, she never looked well in white There were 
tennis-nets on the lawns, the Militia band under the 
trees Tents with refreshments and little umbrella-tents 
were dotted about picturesquely The fiow'er-garden 
was a bla/c of colour, ditto the toilettes of the guests 
All the world of Wessex u'as there, many more than 
Mrs McKinlay knew' the names of , for m the country 
we visit the houses and not the people who live in them, 
and Ashleigh Manor had ahvaj s been a visitable house. 
People, too, had brought friends with them, people they 
had staying in their houses , for had not the w'ords 
“ and party ” been added to the name on each card w'hen 
Mrs Caramel had superintended the sending out of the 
invitations ? 

The shadow's of the grand old elms were lengthening 
over the tennis-courts Mrs McKinlay u'as standing 
rather solitary and unnoticed among the crow'd, who all 
seemed to know each other so much better than she knew 
them Suddenly she caught a fragment of aconversation 

“ Well, I declare ’ If that is not that Mrs Caramel 1" 

The speaker was Mrs General Crabtree, just home 
from India (The Ciabtrecs area fine old “qui-hai” 
family, with ramifications in both services, scattered all 
over India You must surely, dear reader, have met 
one or other of them They have all a touch of the 
tar-brUsh , but people m England don’t mind that ) 
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can math her pile checks crimson and her head bend 
iowei and lower as he pour-* into her ear-, those sweet 
words of love which she now hears for the first time, 
and which arc so familiar to him from long practice 
At the end of the walk he stops, bends over her, and 
takes hei unresisting hand Ills arm steals round her 
v aist 

“Caiohnc 1 — tna\ I call you Caroline ? — say you care 
for me' Say you will be my v lfe’" 

lie looks so handsome , those dark eyes of his pierce 
hei very soul For all answei she lets her head fall 
on Ins shoulder, and, as he 1 isses her, lore transfigures 
her face and makes her almost pretty Then she frees 
herself and runs away ftom him, into the shadow and 
so up to the house, and hide, herself in het own room 
— the happiest girl m England 

Aynslcy lights a cigai deliberately and strolls back 
leisurely across the darkening park to report himself to 
Mrs Caramel In the avenue a carriage passes him 
It contains Mrs Crabtree, who had been detained 
awhile by' her hostess 

“I want a few words wi' ye privately',” had pleaded 
Mrs McKinlay, leading hei into the large libiary, which 
was furnished, as was all the house, by some eminent 
Iondon Upholsterer The wills were lined with books 
in fine calf bindings, books wlncli had ncvcl bccn °P cn ' 
ed, while busts of unknown celerities stood sentinel 
in the cornci 

“I saw ye speaking wi’ that M> Aynslcy,” continued 
Mrs McKinlay, standing cicct b c ^" olc ^ ier vlsltor > ^ lcr 
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hands tightly clasped, and her face wearing an anxious 
look, while her native Doric came out strong “ For 
pity’s sake tell me if ye ken anything wrong about him, 
for he’s after my bairn ” 

Thus adjured, and nothing loth, Mrs Crabtree opens 
the flood-gates of her store of gossip and scandal, add- 
ing notes and comments and embroideries various It 
was dusk before her recital was ended, and she drove 
off in a benign frame of mind, with a sense of having 
done her duty, leaving her hostess rocking herself to 
and fro in her grief in the dark library 

A few hours later she stands with arms folded and 
lips pursed by her daughter’s bedside “ Has he spake 
to ye, chield ? ” she asks sternly 

Caroline from her pillows confesses he has spoken, 
but does not think it necessary to mention the kiss 
“ Weel, then, I tell ye that he’s a verra bad young man 
We’ve been cherishing vipers in our bosom, and ye’d 
better think no more about him, for ye shall never set 
eyes on him agm • ” 

Next morning, when Aynsley walks over to the 
Manor, for the first time he is denied admittance, and 
cannot catch a glimpse of either mother or daughter 
Hardly has he returned, and is discussing with his 
fellow-conspirator what this may mean, than a letter is 
brought him, as he is/gitting m Mrs Caramel’s pretty 
little morning room /Aynsley reads the letter, blurts 
out an oath, and tossing it over to Mrs Caramel, stalks 
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“ Sir, — From inquiries I have made respecting your 
character, I must beg to decline, on my daughter’s 
behalf, as her parent and guardian, the offer of marriage 
you have made her, and beg that all acquaintance be- 
tween us cease from this out — Y ours faithfully, 

“Janet McKinlay” 

In her anxiety not to be misunderstood, the poor 
woman had sat up half the night writing and re-writing 
this epistle 

Mrs Caramel flew into the garden after the rejected 
one She laid her hand on his shoulder “ O Bertie 1 ” 
she began 

He shrank from her with a scowl “ Damn you 1 ” he 
muttered “ If it had not been for my fooling with you, 
this wouldn’t have happened What the devil am I to 
do now, I should like to know ? ” And he turned away 
from her 

That afternoon he packed his portmanteau, and took 
the tram to town, and Mrs Caramel has never seen 
him or heard from him since 

Aynsley’s leave was just up, and he had to return to 
India or starve On his arrival he found himself posted 
to that delightful station Guramghur, a dull little hole, 
blest with a feverish reputation and where his social 
charms were quite thrown awav, as there was not a 
lady in the place 

Down in Wessex, Caroline, a few years after, marnes 
the very High Church curate , and when she has a 
thought to spare from him and her many babies, can 
think of Aynsley without even a » 1 gh 
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But the doors of Ashleigh Manor are closed for ever 
to Mrs Caramel, and she finds the neighbourhood looks 
shyly upon her (for ue are nothing if not respectable 
down in Wessex), and old Caramel’s temper is often 
very bad with the gout 
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“ I’M sure it’s true 1 I saw the names in the list of 
passengers by the Hydaspes , and the old bearer told my 
ayah that there was a ' mem-sahib ’ coming” 

Mrs Commissionei de Forret and Mrs General 
Gupper were discussing in the ladies’ reading-room of 
the club at the Indian station of Noluck the surprising 
intelligence that was electrifying the community 

There was no longer any doubt about it Mr 
Huriell, the judge, who had gone home to England on 
three months’ privilege leave, was returning with a 
wife It was astonishing, incredible I 

Let the European readei at once dissociate any idea 
of the venerable majesty of the law with an Indian 
judge Specimens are to be found as young as briefless 
barristers nearer the shadow of the Law Courts One 
has obtained undying fame as a polo - player, and 
another as a pig-sticker Mr Huirell emulated none of 
these His outward man was of uncertain age, heavy- 
looking and plain But the society of the South-Eastern 
Piovinces, in the commission of which he was, cherished 
him as one of her brightest ornaments As a wit and 
a lacontcui he was sought for at every big and little 
dinner Noluck, which had now rejoiced in the light of 
his countenance for some months, was — especially the 
female part of it — in despair 

Not that any of the unattached had ever in their 
wildest dreams aspired to marrying him No one ever 
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could associate Mr Hurrell and marriage together 
But of his flirting capabilities there was no end 

There was mourning in the messes and clubs — Hurrell 
was such good company Both sexes sighed for the 
snug little dinners (such cooking, such stones ') which 
would now be things of the past 

They arnved (yes, it was they, beyond a doubt), and 
the following day she loomed, large and fair and placid) 
upon the horizon of the Noluck world, driving up theMall 
in the judicial barouche, u ith red-turbaned grooms armed 
with yaks’ tails whisking the flies off her golden tresses 
Two days later Mr Hurrell took her round, calhng ) 
after the good old Indian custom, in the very heat of 
the day, between twelve and two Society \v as instant- 
ly divided in its opinions about her The women were 
captivated b> her new clothes (Paris, you may be 
quite sure, said Mrs General Gupper, whose frocks were 
all made by a cross-legged tailor m the verandah.) The 
men, on the other hand, \v ere taken with this beautiful, 
calm, Juno-like creature, with exquisite complexion, 
and speaking eyes, languishing under half-lowered lids 
And such a neck and shoulders 1 

“ Only much too much of a good thing, I should 
say,” sneered Mrs Commissioner de Forret, after a big 
dinner she had given in the Hurrells’ honour, and on 
whom the Indian climate has a disintegrating effect 
But as the men predominated over the other sex in 
Noluck — as, indeed, they do every wherein Indian society 
—Mrs Hurrell had a success, especially among the 
younger men, who, as a rule, like well-ripened charms 
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Another point in her favour, and which went far to- 
wards disarming the women, was the discovery that Mr 
Hurrell was in nowise deteriorated by marriage His 
wings were not in the least clipped — in fact, he soared 
to flights as brilliant as before, or more so The little 
dinners were resumed His fair friends found themselves 
as welcome as ever, while all the world was chuckling 
over the last new funny story that Hurrell had brought 
out from home 

Of course, as regarded Hurrell, all this was admired 
and applauded With the usual immunity of his sex, he 
might commit larceny over any quantity of quadrupeds 
But woe betide madame if the Mrs Grundys, the self- 
constituted lord chamberlains and guardians of the 
morals of Noluck, had found her even hovering near 
the stable gate 

But no fear Mrs, Hurrell, with exquisite seaman- 
ship, trimmed her sails piecisely so as to float as near 
the wind as possible, and yet so as not to raise the 
faintest breeze which might flutter the dovecots of No- 
luck If there is anything in the old proverb about safety 
in numbers, Mrs Hurrell was as safe as a church But 
then a pretty woman has no difficulty about numbers 
in India, which is always the flirt’s happy hunting ground 

But as the merry month of May drew neai apace, 
Noluck (in the physical meaning of the word alone, be 
it quite understood) giew too hot for her Houses were 
being taken in the hills, the feminine portion of the 
European population was packing up, and men’s 
thoughts turned to the slaying of pigs, and of leave home 
C , M G 6 
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Naturally Mr Hurrell was entitled to no leave his 
thoughts ran on club hot-weather whist But a man 
would have been a brute who should condemn a com- 
plexion like Mrs Hurrell’s to the shrivelling effects of 
the hot weather Mrs Hurrell went to the hills 

There must be something very enervating morally as 
well as physically, to the European constitution m the 
atmosphere of that naughty little nook among the 
rhododendrons, Simree A few hundred English men 
and women, with mostly nothing to do, are crowded 
together over a few square miles of mountain side for 
weeks on end as on a large ship — and we all know who 
it is who then sets to work, chuckling, to provide mis- 
chief for the idlers But perhaps, if Mephistopheles 
were to run up thither for a few days from the Lyceum, 
he would return with a melancholy arching of his eye- 
brows and declare the place too bad for him 

When Philip Avebury, a subaltern of the Dumbar- 
tonshire Regiment, was sent up to Simree, on two 
months’ leave, after a bad attack of fev er, Ins evil star 
led him to put up at the Highcliffe Hotel This was 
the very head-quarters of all the fun and the racket and 
the noisiness and the naughtiness of Simree — in fact, it 
had been honoured with ( a little stanza all to itself by 
the local Bunthome when the Amateur Dramatic Com- 
pany put “ Patience ” on the boards It ran thus — 

A Highcliffe Hotel young man, 

A kiss and don’t tell } Dung man, 

A take ’em to Morrison’s and feed ’em on bonbons, 

A do himself v. cl joung man 
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Philip Avebury was a dark-eyed, melancholy youth, 
of pensive appearance and slightly artistic tendencies, 
and with plenty of money and good prospects He 
posed as the interesting invalid As such it was, of 
course, very much better for him that he should ride 
out quietly by the side of Mrs Hurrell’s palanquin, 
through quiet ravines and along lonely mountain-paths, 
than tire himself over cricket or tennis with the giddy 
throng by the Assembly Rooms They said they were 
collecting butterflies, of which gorgeous specimens are 
to be found in the Himalayas But Mrs, Hurrell had 
made rather a good collection of her own, among 
the human specimens, before Philip Avebury’s arrival 
But she put them all away now, and devoted herself to 
helping him 

Mrs General Gupper was spending a rather dull hot 
weather at Noluck The station was very empty, save 
of men There was no one to talk about Imagine 
her delight when the post brought her a real ripe bit of 
scandal from her friend Mrs de Ferret at Simiee 

“ I should never have believed it — no, never 1 But 
it’s perfectly true Colonel Smith met them riding 
down tne mil together to the railways as he came up, 
and the woman actually bowed Poor, dear Mr Hurrell, 
I quite feel for him 1 Such a blow 1 And they say 
she hasn’t paid for a thing in Simree, and has bills 
all over the place , and you know how she dresses 1 
That Mr Avebury is certainly a very good-looking 
young man, I must say People say they ’ve gone to 
Australia, and that he has sent m his papers Of 
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course he’d be obliged to the Dumbartonshire couldn’t 
stand it Well, I am surprised 1 But it really serves 
Mr Hurrell right At his time of life, and with his 
knowledge of women, how could he ? ” &c 

The story was all over the north of India in a few days, 
for Hurrell was a well-known man With amendments 
and embroideries various it grew and grew, forming 
a pleasant topic of conversation now the rains had 
set m and every one’s spirits languished It had been 
such a flagrant, open, and above-board elopement 
Now in India great virtue is attached to a rider locally 
added to the seventh commandment “ if thou be found 
out” 

But this affair was done in the light of day There 
w f as not even any finding out required (worse luck for 
the gossips) Under the circumstances, it was natur 
ally irresistible for the residents of Simree to have a fling 
at the culprit, notwithstanding the fact that many of 
them resided in glass houses 

How Mr Hurrell took it — whether it w'as indeed true 
that he had rushed uo to Simree on the first hint of the 
business — that the two dak gharrys had met en route 
at a change of horses, and that Mrs H had had to 
lean back in her carriage to avoid being recognised by 
her husband — Noluck never knew , for just at this crisis 
the Goddess of Red Tape w'ho presides over the Govern- 
ment of India swooped dowm upon him and carried 
him off in her peculiarly sudden and unmeaning fashion, 
to officiate for somebody or other somewhere else 
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En revanche , at the beginning of the cold weather, 
with the departure of the punkah-coolies, the advent of 
the globe-ti otters, and the return of the dwellers in the 
hills, Noluck and Mrs de Ferret experienced a really 
startling sensation The Dumbartonshire Regiment 
marched m to relieve the Duchess of Devonshire’s 
Scilly Highlanders, and with them came Lieutenant 
Philip Avebury, and with Lieutenant Avebury came — 
Mrs Hurrell ! 

Society at Noluck, including, of course, everybody 
who had known her there, and those who had been 
with her up at Simree, drew their virtuous garments 
around them, and passed her by on the other side 
A great personage, who was there playing at soldier- 
ing in the East, and as such ruled supreme in Noluck 
cantonments as brigadier-general, was much scandalised 
and perturbed Being himself a pattern of domestic virtue 
in a family which, both in the present and past gene- 
rations, had not been noted for the same (though his 
mother had always been a great stickler for propriety), 
he felt himself bound to send for Avebury, and remon- 
strate with him on the presence of Mrs Hurrell in his 
bungalow If he could only have seen how they ellow- 
haired one laughed, when she read the official letter 
delivered in hot haste by the orderly 1 

Avebury arrayed himself in uniform and sword, and 
cantered leisurely down to the General’s bungalow He 
was a man of few words, and the latter had to do all the 
talking, which embarrassed him, as he was not used to 
giving wiggings 
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“Mr Avebury — um — I have sent for you — um — to re- 
monstrate with you on the presence — um — um I have 
been creditably informed that you have — um — a lady — 

um — living with you — um, um — a Mrs Hurrell ” 

“ Pardon me, sir, not Mrs Hurrell ” 

“ What do you mean, sir ?■ — the wife of Mr Hurrell, 
the judge — I am — um — not aware that he has instituted 

any — um — divorce proceedings — um ” 

“ No, sir,” replied Avebury quietly “ He couldn’t 
do that 1 ” 

“How — a — what? Please explain, Mr Avebury” 

“ Well, sir, she was never his wife to divorce ” 

“ Not his wife 1 What do you mean ? Who ’ is 
she ? ” 

“Mine, sir, now We i\ ere married last month ” 
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“ Awfully sorry., old man,” rejoined the other, mop- 
ping his victim up with his napkin " Show me 
Brandy’s letter, will you, after dinner?” 

“ It’s at my bungalow Come back with me this 
evening, and I will ” 

Penheale did look m at Mackenzie’s bungalow as 
he went to bed, and came out a sadder and a wiser 
man 

The next mail’s newspapers brought a flaming 
account of the marriage, by a bishop or two, of Major 
the Hon Basil Brantwood, of the Crimson Cuirassiers, 
with Lady Sybil, daughter of the Earl of Tallboys 
But when Geoffrey Penheale had read every word of it 
in the Morning Post, not even omitting the description 
of the bridesmaids’ dresses, he went back to the bare 
whitewashed barn nhere he lived, and, lighting a fusee 
solemnly committed to the flames on the tiles of the 
verandah, for lack of a fireplace, a packet of letters in 
a woman’s hand, and a lock of hair Then he applied 
for three days’ leave, and went out on a shooting ex- 
pedition all by himself But he made a very poor bag 
In due course the P and O steamer brought Major 
Brantwood back to the “shiny” and to the bosom of 
his regiment Matrimony had evidently produced no 
alteration m him He was as small and Jean and dap- 
per, as cynical and reserved and unpleasant as ever 
His little moustache vv as as elaborately waxed as if it 
had never been out of cosmetique since he started 
home the chaussure of those small feet — of which he 
was so justly proud — was as irreproachable as the best 
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Bond Street bootmaker could turn them out He came 
and dined at mess the first night as usual (Lady Sybil 
was tired, he said, with her journey), and before he left 
the table had withered up each individual thereat with 
some smart neat cutting thing he said, and made every 
one feel very uncomfortable 

The next day was Sunday As a rule, the Crimson 
Cuirassiers could not be said to be inveterate church- 
goers But upon the Sabbath in question they were 
loth to leave their religious duties to the orderly officer 
told off to take the men to church, and turned up to a 
man — to see Lady Sybil 

And they saw — a pale, slim slip of a girl, half Brant- 
wood’s age, with a wealth of dark hair and large, sad grey 
eyes 

“ And such a dowd 1 ” quoth Mrs Wildinge, wife of 
the captain of that name, and who “ lived up to it,” as 
the aesthetes say of blue china “•Well, if I were an earl’s 
daughter, and had just had a trousseau, I’d have smarter 
frocks than that 1 ” 

And no one doubted it of Mrs Wildinge But then the 
number and the magnificence of her gowns were a stand- 
ing puzrle to her acquaintance, most of all to her husband, 
who was simple-minded, and invariably impecunious 

Now, there had been much wondering among the 
Crimson Cuirassiers as to how Mrs W would take Brant- 
wood’s marriage Not that the latter had ever been 
guilty of transgressing that eleventh commandment 
which holds good in all crack corps, and which runs 
“ Thou shalt not flat with thy brother-officei’s wife” 
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But then Captain Wildingc had only been transferred, 
on promotion, to the Cuirassiers a short while beforc> 
and there was a time — not a hundred years ago — ivhcn 
Major Brantwood and Mrs Wildingc had been fast 
friends all through one festive season at merry Mus- 
soorie, in the hills 

Geoffrey Pcnheale had been remiss in lus attendance 
at church, and had not been among the throng to whom 
Major Brantwood introduced lus bride, under the 
portico after service, while the Cuirassiers swung aw a> 
back to barracks to the sound of merry music It was 
only on the polo ground nc\t day that Pcnheale met 
Lady Sjbil 

Brantwood was not playing, for of course he had not 
yet got any ponies together , he had driven his wife 
down in a pony-cart while the game was going on 
When it ended, and some fellows sauntered up to her 
to chat, Brantwood was among those who was found re- 
freshing himself at the “peg” table spread under the 
mango-tree for thirsty players Pcnheale was next him, 
clad in red-and-wdnte striped polo jersey, jaunty cap, 
and white breeches and boots, similarly engaged 

“Here, Penheale, don’t think you know' my wife 1 ” 
and the major, with the pride of the possessor of a new 
toy, seized Penheale by the arm and dragged him up to 
the pony-cart 

“ Sybil — here — let me introduce Penheale” 

Every vestige of colour faded from Lady Sybil’s 
cheek as she turned round and saw' Pcnheale before her 
The latter became as white as his nether garments, and 
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dropped his eyes 

“What’s the matter, dear Lady Sybil?” asked a 
silvery voice at her side “You look as if you were 
going to faint Not used to the heat, I suppose Do 
some one get her a ‘peg ’ — 0 but you must, just a weak 
one'” 

The observant speaker was Mrs Wiidinge, on her 
little chestnut Arab, who had malevolently watched for 
some time Lady Sybil monopolising all the men’s 
attention 

Three days afterwards Geoffrey Penheale, who had 
put down his name to go in for a garrison class course 
at a station at some distance soon after hearing of 
Brantwood’s marriage, departed, to go, as it were, to 
school again Every one missed him , he was a very 
popular fellow 

It was two months before he came back to the regi- 
ment, to find Lady Sybil looking paler and sadder than 
ever , 

The next day the Crimson Cuirassiers gave a dance 
to the royal duke, who, in guise of divisional major- 
general, had come over to inspect them The intoxica- 
tion of the brilliant scene, the glamour of the soul-stir- 
rmg waltzes, got into Penheale’s head Before he al- 
most knew what he was doing, he had asked Lady Sybil, 
ethereal-looking in her billowy white tulle, for a dance 

The delirium of feeling her once more in his arms 
unloosed his tongue, as a few minutes later they found 
themselves sitting alone in the dim verandah, the music 
hushed, and the moonht garden stretched out before them 
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"Sjbil! S\bii'" he aslcd hoarsch and bitter!}, 
“ how could \ ou ? ” 

All answer w as a sob 
“ Is this \ our lov c, > our faith 51 " 

The tears fell fast on the billow v white tulle 
"Ob' .answer me, S}bd Surcl) I deserve — surch 
I’\e a right to know " 

“ Oh ' GeofTrej ,” she broke out m agom — “ oh ’ 
you misjudge me ternbk If voti but Incu — ho.v the} 
drove me to it Mamma s.aid it was such a good match , 
papa is so hard up , there arc so many of us girls , 
they left me no peace till I accepted him Hon could 
I guess I ms to meet vou’” 

“I had exchanged, to get am} out of England I 
could not bear mv life after sour people dismissed me, 
but I remained true, S} bil, all this while I\e never 
thought c\cn of an} one else 1 ’’ 

He was torturing her, and she gave a little cry' of 
pain 

" Oh, GeofTrev lfyouonh knew 1 I\c nc\cr thought 

of any one else da} and night Oh, God, what am 

I saying. But it’s true, it’s true 1 ” 

She buried her face in her hands and sobbed aloud 
Only the sound of her n coping broke the stillness, till the 
music suddenly began again and recalled them to them- 
selves 

Sybil started up and recovered herself with a mighty 
effort, and as she did so Penheale’s self-control gave 
way He caught her in his arms, and, pressing her lips 
to his, whispered — 
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“ Forgive me, my darling 1 ” 

The next minute they had passed out into the lighted 
ball-room, and, after a safe interval, the form of Mrs 
Wildinge arose from an armchair in a dark corner, 
where she had been resting 

“ Very pretty 1 ” she said to herself — “ very pretty ' 
And, upon my word, very good for such a young and 
artless beginner Master Brandy, you’ve got a wife 
worthy of you ' ” 

A few days later that officer was detailed for a general 
court-martial at a station at some distance Instead of 
lasting only two or three days, the trial, which was an 
important one, dragged on, and detained him much 
longer than he expected To compensate him for the 
detention, however, he had the agreeable excitement 
of receiving by post an anonymous letter, which ran 
thus — 

“You had better look after your wife and Geoffrev P, 
If, for instance, the trial happened to be over in time for 
you to take the train which arrives at your station late 
m the evening, and you accidentally happened to walk 
up to your bungalow quietly, you might see and hear 
something to your advantage — or otherwise ” 

I suppose Major Brantwood would hardly have been 
human if in the end, after man y pros and cons, he had 
not profited by this advice An old poacher makes a 
very good gamekeeper, and with him a hint was enough 
He did come by the last train, and he did walk up from 
the station, a most unprecedented occurrence m a land 
where no one ever walks who can dnve, and a most 
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unusual thing for a man with Major Brantwood’s neat 
boots to do on the dusty Indian roads 

Whether the game was worth the candle, or the 
scandal wwth his little game, no one e\er knew', for the 
chokcdar, or w r atchman, was sound asleep, as in duty- 
bound, in one corner of the verandah, and the servants 
were all in bed for the night in their little row of mud 
hovels in one corner of the compound 

Mrs Wildinge, who, of course, had penned the 
anonymous letter, w r ould have given her eyes to find 
out if she had done any harm or not , but next day a 
terrible event turned her thoughts m quite a different 
direction 

This event was none other than that dreadful polo 
accident which threw such a gloom over the Cuirassiers 
The polo ground, after the manner of polo grounds 
in India at that season, w'as simply a sea of dust when 
it had been played on for a little while A pillar of 
cloud accompanied the plaj. ers as they scurried over the 
ground, and hid them from the spectators, and often 
from each other 

No one ever knew quite what happened Two or 
three were riding for the ball The dust was so thick 
you couldn’t see a yard in front of you Some one 
crossed, or some one came up off side. No one knew 
But there was a terrible collision , and w hen the dust 
cleared off Brantwood was seen slowly picking himself 
up But Geoffrey Penheale lay motionless on the 
ground It was fracture of the skull, the doctors said, 
and he never spoke again, and died in the night 
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Brantuood appeared more perturbed by the accident 
than any one had ever seen him by anything before 
In fact, he seemed to feel it more than he did his wife’s 
death, which took place, not many weeks after, suddenly 
of cholera, one of those solitary sporadic cases which 
crop up occasionally in even the best-sanitated stations. 
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It was getting very hot Never mind what the glass 
stood at in the verandah at noon , it was too hot to go 
out and see The voice of the brain fever bird was once 
more heard in the land, its agonising prolonged three 
notes proclaiming the hot weather is nigh Houses 
were being taken in the hill stations, and the feminine 
portion of the population was packing up 

But my breast was stirred by no dreams of hill flirta- 
tions, of Cashmere big game, or of leave home I was 
on pigsticking bent, and not being exactly of a frugal 
mind, I had set myself up well with the noble animal 
and had entered the horse I fancied most for the Bulam- 
pore Tent Club Cup 

The sun was low m the western sky as I rode out 
towards the camp of meeting, from a large station 
sacred in the British mind to one of the saddest memo- 
ries of the Mutiny times My way lay through the 
ruins of former cantonments, along dusty, tree-bordered 
highways, along which flocks of goats and cows were 
being driven in from pasture (save the mark ') Then I 
struck across country, past emerald wheat crops and 
sun-baked plain, and by clusters of mud huts yclept 
villages, to which, as their sanitary arrangements were 
not all that could be desired, I gave a nude berth Here 
and there a Government-planted rectangular group of 
mango trees bioke the level flat 
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Presently I reached the sacred river, and lode along 
the high sand-banks it throws up in the tains All the 
way I had met nothing but crows and coolies, but then, 
like snakes and the cholera, those we have always wuth 
us in India Once on a plain I had fancied I descried 
a herd of black buck among the low scrub, and now on 
the river sands I disturbed three pariah dogs quarrelling 
over the body of a defunct Hindoo, that Mother Ganges 
had rejected from her sacred bosom 

The sun had set rapidly m a cloudless cadmium sky, 
and the short Indian twilight was coming on, bringing 
with it a perceptible lowering of the temperature So 
I hurried the polo pony I w as riding into a hand canter 
and gained the camp 

Under the auspices of an indefatigable secretary, a 
cluster of white tabernacles had arisen under the grate- 
ful shades of a mango grove In the midst stood the 
> mess-tent On the outskirts of the grove everybody’s 
horses w'ere tethered m lines, with head and heel ropes 
Their single blanket formed their manger by day, and 
a single bucket and brush their toilet requisites Their 
two attendants slept and ate by their side, and their 
luggage was of quite an elementary description 

A smaller w'ood a couple of hundred yards further off 
w'as given over to the married camp There the ladies 
were out of earshot of the midnight revelry wdnch is apt 
to disturb the bats in our camp Also it show's how w-e 
discourage the feminine element altogether Some of 
the talkative sev would indeed view the sport from the 
howdah of an elephant on the moirow, but as yet) 
C , M G 7 
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none will show us the way I never heard of a woman 
carrying a spear and pigsticking Here is an opening 
for the shrieking sisterhood 

Before I turned m for my ante-prandial tub, more 
India, I went to have a look at the nags As is usually 
the case, they had marched hither It is really odd in 
India how we entrust a valuable animal to an utterly 
faithless native and despatch him to proceed his stages 
of ten miles a day for days and even weeks, through a 
country devoid of inns and unknown to the groom He 
turns up somehow, however, probably having stolen and 
eaten a good deal of the horse’s forage and pocketed 
some of the rupees provided for the latter’s subsistence, 
and the horse appears very little the worse for it 

The evening was oppressed with a sense of the impor- 
tance of the morrow After dinner, the forty horses 
(for it is the horses, not the riders, who enter for the 
Cup the horses being frequently not ridden by their 
owners), were drawn by lot into ten heats of four each 
Then when we had greeted old friends and acquain- 
tances, discussed our own and everyone else’s animals, 
and perhaps done a bit of horse-dealing, and told not a 
few lies, we think about bed 

Not but what it seems a pity The night is still, 
starry, and balmy as only an Indian night can be The 
camp is very still, and as we throw away the end of 
a cigar, before we turn m, only a pariah bays from a 
neighbouring village, or a jackal howls in the distance 
A disturbed owl in the mango tree above wanted to 
know what it all meant, but I didn't enlighten him, and 
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The costumes arc as varied as the riders Some men 
go in for a turban, some for a mushroom-shaped pith 
hat, while some wear a soldier’s helmet with a curtain 
hanging down over the nape of the neck to protect 
them from the sun Some men ride in thin tweed or 
flannel coats, some in white drill or drab-coloured 
“ karhee” cotton, some wear merely a flannel shirt, while 
others are padded across the shoulders and down the 
spine as a cricketer pads his legs But one and all 
grasp a stout male bamboo, six feet six inches long, 
weighted with lead at one end, and tipped at the other 
w ith a fine steel head 

As various, too, are the mounts Smart-looking little 
country or stud-breds, with, perhaps, queer tempers 
and man-eating propensities, languid-looking stumbling 
Arabs, who look a pig in the white of the eye, as the 
French say , and grand big Walers (Australians) stand- 
ing sixteen hands high, like English hunters and splen- 
did fencers, but alas, not equally staunch to pig < 

There was a general move towards the home preserve 
which is to be drawn first It was a large patch of 
grass jungle, tall elephant grass, kept sacred for this big 
meet The sportsmen drew off on either side to the 
shelter of two small villages, and the hundreds of native 
beaters and the long line of elephants were turned 
into covert 

Those who were drawn in the first heat tightened 
their girths and sat lance in rest We, whose turn was 
not yet come, lit our cigars To each party was an 
umpire 



102 


INDIAN IDYLLS 


with his spear down for a thrust The pig “jinked” 
across under the horse's nose, and ran almost between 
the legs of the country-bred with the heavy- weight, w ho, 
disregarding any interference on the part of the society 
for suppressing cruelty to animals, turned the cob round 
upon him in a moment, and took first spear off him in 
the quarters 

While this run i\as proceeding, several other pig had 
broken covert, and other parties had been despatched 
after them At a big meeting like this for the Cup, sows 
are frequently ridden as well as boars, though this is not 
the case in everyday sport Some of the weaker sex, 
however, led their pursuers a fine dance, and one old lady 
squatted down defiantly in a path of corn, and charged 
like a boar Of course it is the first spear that counts, 
but in most cases the pig were polished off, some feu 
escaping, ue hope, to fight another day Some showed 
fight, one grey old fellow, badly wounded, sat himself 
down under a thorn bush, foaming at the mouth and 
charging desperately, till an individual, with more pluck 
than discretion, dismounted and ga\e him his quietus 
by a lucky shot betw een the shoulders 

My turn came unexpectedly , I never have any luck 
My stable companions w ere on Arabs too, and a long 
stern chase was looked for But I got a bad start, and 
for some time only rode after the others for lack of see- 
ing the boar Then there ensued a hitch and an mco- 
herency in a v'heat crop The pig had squatted Some 
one spotted him and whoo-whooped on my right, and 
before I was aware, a huge black mass thirt\ -three 
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inches at shoulder, with bristles erect, and murderous- 
looking tusks, bore down upon me 

“ Steady, old boy > ” as I set the little Arab at him, 
with my heart standing still with excitement 
“ The deuce 1 ” as I miss him, sticking my spear into 
the ground, and nearly dislocating my shoulder 

By the time I have wheeled round and recovered my 
weapon, the pig was leading the others through a low 
“ddk” jungle of scrub, calculated to push you out of 
your saddle at every stride Here he jinked, and No 4 
made a lunge at him, and I was glad to see (and hear) 
missed him too Then across a strip of fallow and into 
a guava orchard over an Insh on-and-off bank This 
was a great mistake on my part, for I nearly battered 
my skull into guava jelly, the branches were so low I 
dismounted ignomimously and led out 

When the Arab allowed me to get up again the pig 
and the party were making for what is, by courtesy, 
called the island It is the second preserve surrounded 
bv the Ganges on one side, and on the other, at this 
time of year only, by low sands and pools Seeing 
No 2 and his lioise immersing themselves m one of the 
latter, as they plunge through after the pig, I decide 
for what looks like ten a fiima 

But the sands appear more treacherous than the water 
Aie they quicksands ? They yield every now and again 
alarmingly Steady, old man 1 Again one of these 
queer, soft-looking, deceptive circles I feel for the 
master of Ravenswood 
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By Jove ' m we go, the Arab and I, with a crash, the 
latter up to his knees, and we part company 
How many broken legs have we between us ? 

We get up and find ourselves intact 
No I sails by cheerily 

“ All right, old chap ? ’Ware melon beds 1 One of 
the few .sources of promotion left m the country > ” 
Melon beds ? Who ever heard of growing melons m 
a dry river-bed 1 What a country this India is 1 

A loud hooroosh from the island I realise that some- 
one else has got first spear, and that I have 7iot won the 
Bulampore Cup 

But that evening, when, after a mid-day halt, the final 
heats have been run off in the twilight, and after dinner 
we hoist the victor round the mess-tent w ith psalms and 
hymns and (very) spiritual songs, I promise myself better 
luck next time 
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I MUST confess that I felt very disappointed with her 
I had ridden up to her carnage at the band-stand 
on the Mall The strains of the last new waltz out 
from home were floating among the Miihngtoma trees, 
drowning the champing of the horses’ bits, and the 
chatter of the ayahs and children wandering admiring- 
ly round the soldiers 

" Mrs Ingledene,” I had said, “ I am getting up an 
expedition — sport and pic-nicking combined — to the 
Rajah’s palace at Bundelpore, for three days Will 
you make one of the party ? ” 

Her face lighted up— such a pretty face — such sweet 
eyes 

“ What a capital idea 1 I shall be delighted 1 ” she 
exclaimed “ But — will you mind my bringing a friend 
— a Mr Lingmoor, who just then will be staying with 
us, I think ? ” 

Then it was that I felt disappointed with her 
I had always firmly believed that Jack Ingledene 
and his wife were devoted to each other I had only 
listened with half an ear to Mrs Crabtree’s spiteful 
stories of the doings at naughty Nynee, during the 
last season, when the immaculate Mrs Ingledene was 
supposed, after the fashion of grass-widow's in the hills, 
to have taken to herself a “ bow-wow ” 

Though Jack Ingledene was on duty on a long 
court-martial, I knew that he would not object to his 
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wife going w lth me, an old friend of her father’s family, 
and backed by such an unimpeachable chaperon as 
Mrs Crabtree 

But 1 was disappointed when Ethel Ingledene calm- 
ly turned up her pretty face to mine, and as good as 
told me that, unless she was allowed to bring this same 
“bon -now,” she would not come to my pic-nic 

But all the same, like the old fool I am, with mj 
next breath I expressed how delighted I should be 
to see Mr Lingmoor, cursihg the Indian “ bow-won ” 
system all the time most devoutly 
As the Collector of Punkahpore, the ruler of a dis- 
trict as large as an English county, and wielding a 
sway over hundreds of thousands of dusky natives, I 
am a personage of some importance in the eyes of 
the neighbouring semi-independent Rajah of Bundel- 
pore This gentleman, though of dubious character, 
and unable to write his own name, is the despotic 
ruler of wide territories, and the happy possessor of 
diamond aigrettes, such as would delight the heart of 
an English duchess 

I have standing permission to shoot over his and 
plains and rocky lull country, and to stay, whenever 
I like, in his beautiful summer palace of Bundelporc, 
which place is but little troubled with his presence, 
as His Highness prefers his town-house in Gurama- 
bad, where he can indulge in European luxuries and uces 
We drove the twenty odd miles which laj between 
Punkahpore and Bundelpore uuth relays of horses, 
along a straight, dustj , tree-bordered road, fairly good 
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as long as it ran in my territory, but execrable as soon 
as it entered that of the Maharajah We were a merry 
party of about a dozen, in three carnages, followed by 
a camel-carriage, containing the commissariat, the 
servants, and the rolls of bedding, without which no 
European travels in India 

I had been somewhat disappointed at my old chum 
Colonel Tachbrook not turning up He was retiring, 
and leaving the country for good, and it was mainly 
with the object of giving bim some good sport that 
I had arranged the expedition However, he was 
delayed up-country, and we were obliged to start 
without him 

Mrs Ingledene was looking very pretty and was m 
the best of spirits Lionel Lingmoor, a subaltern in 
the Royal Scilly Islanders, was a good-looking, easy- 
mannered fellow, whom she appeared to find charming 

The only discordant element was the station doctor, 
Griffenhoofe, a sneering, ill-natured fellow, who had 
never forgiven Mrs Ingledene for snubbing him on 
her first arrival at Punkahpore, and who chuckled fiend- 
ishly over her very open flirtation with Lingmoor 

Bundelpore, built entirely of pale salmon-coloured 
stone, and gorgeous with carved eaves and mullions, 
oriel windows, delicate friezes and arches, turrets, cupo- 
las and hanging balconies, lies — a dream of beauty — 
in the midst of green groves of orange, melon, and 
mango trees 

On one front a broad stone terrace overlooks the 
shady garden walks, the ponds, and stone summer- 
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houses , on the other, a large artificial lake, w ith a little 
tower and steps at each angle, bathed the very walls 
of the palace itself 

The Rajah, like many other Indian princes, kept 
some hunting leopards in a barred cage in the garden, 
and in the lake some huge black “ muggers ” or alliga- 
tors, loathsome-looking beasts, which uere fed daily 
from one of the windows with lumps of flesh 

We drove under the great gate of Bundelpore, saluted 
by some of the Maharajah’s ragamuffin sentries, just 
as the sun was setting behind some low, bare hills, 
and flooding the palace with a tint of gold 

The crows were caw mg in the trees, ring-doves cooed 
m the shady depths of the gardens, and flights of tame 
pigeons circled above the roofs and cupolas The scene 
was a delicious change from our painfully uniform 
bungalows, our straight Mall, and the ceaseless bugle- 
calls that pervaded Punkahpore 
We dined m a vast hall, with carved Moorish arches, 
and after dinner we sat about on the terrace, smoking 
and discussing the plans for the morrow 

I rather fancy I must have had a nap in my easy- 
chair, for I was aroused by a low, sneering chuckle from 
Griffenhoofe, sitting next me 

We were alone on the terrace, but the moon, which 
had just risen, showed us two figures walking down 
a path in the garden 

"Deuced funny, isn’t it? These women are all the 
same * They come out from England perfect Mimosas, 
and after a few months’ training at a hill-station 
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that's what happens” And he chuckled satirically 
again 

It was Mrs Ingledene walking with Lingmoor The 
sight made me feel rather sick at heart 

We all turned in early that night, for we were to be 
up betimes to start in the morning 

The ladies had been installed in the rooms on the left 
of the great hall, usually allotted to the Rajah’s zenana, 
and we men occupied those on the right They were 
not overclean, and rather bare 

I found my servant had laid out my bedding and 
Griffenhoofe’s in one of the top rooms Opening out 
of that was another room, where Lingmoor and Colonel 
Crabtree were to sleep , the other fellows were billeted 
jn the rooms below 

It was a hot night, and Crabtree, who was fussy, said 
it was less stuffy in one of the verandas, and so departed, 
leaving Lingmoor in sole possession 

I felt restless and disinclined for sleep I lay long 
awake listening to the jackal’s screech, the pariah dog’s 
bray, and the lapping of the water of the lake against 
the wall I lay watching the bright moonlight throw 
golden bars across the somewhat dirty walls through 
the carved glassless window 

Suddenly something roused me A shadow fell across 
the moonlight on the wall The thick curtain in the 
doorless archway moved aside A woman’s figure entered 
the room 

There was no mistaking it , it was Ethel Ingledene 
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I sprang up as if to speak to her , but, at that mo- 
ment, she turned and looked at me Her face was so 
unutterably sad that the words fro7e on my lips 
Then, to m> ama7eincnt, I saw her push aside the 
curtain of thedoorwaj leading to the nc\t room, where 
Lingmoor was sleeping, and disappear behind it 

I sat motionless for a minute or two, for I felt as if 
someone had dealt me a heavv blow 

Griffenhoofe's v oice aroused me , he was awake, too 
If ever I saw an evil look on a man’s face, lus wore it at 
that moment 

“Crabtree was right," he said, gathering up his bed- 
ding “ It will be much cooler down below ” 

I followed his example, and departed, but I did not go 
to sleep 

Mv thoughts flew back to the happy country-home 
where I had knoivn Ethel Inglcdene as a child with long 
fair hair — to the good old rector, her father — to honest 
Jack Ingledene, whom we all liked so much, poor boy ! 
and I felt— well, I felt I should like to have the shoot- 
ing of Lingmoor What if, when we were out after 
deer on the morrow r , a shot should chance to go astray 1 
Such things had happened 

But not this time, however We all shot very straight ( 
and made good bags I managed to give Lingmoor a 
wide berth all day, for his good spirits and cheery chaff 
were even more unbearable to me than Griffenhoofe’s 
unpleasant inuendoes 

It was getting dusk when we returned to the palace 
I quite dreaded meeting Mrs Ingledene, who had not 



IN THE RAJAH’S PALACE 


III 


shewn before we started in the morning Therefore I 
was very relieved to hear that she had a bad headache 
from the sun, and would not be able to come down to 
dinner 

Just as I was having my ante-prandial tub— a simple 
process, consisting of standing on the bath-room floor, 
and having pitchers of water poured over one by one’s 
bearer — I heard a familiar voice on the terrace below 
It was my old chum, Tacbbrook, just arrived Such a 
pleasant surprise it was and one which somewhat re- 
stored my good humour 

We had a very cheery dinner Afterwards we amused 
ourselves throwing bits of meat from a balcony over- 
hanging the lake to the alligators below The black, 
slimy monsters rose out of the water into the moonlight, 
and fought and struggled for the bits we threw, crawling 
on one another’s backs, and opening their huge mouths, 
set with rows of cruel teeth 

Miss Crabtree, the spinster of our party, turned away 
with a shudder 

“ It gives me the creeps to look at them,” she said 
“I want to talk of something more pleasant — youi 
charming friend, Colonel Tachbrook What a dear old 
thing he is 1 Now, tell me, is it true what I hear, that 
there is some romantic story about him — that he was 
engaged to a girl who was killed in the Mutiny, and that 
that’s the reason he was never married ? Do tell me 1 ” 

Of course I had heard something of the kind about 
Tachbrook, but I was not going to divulge any secret of 
my friend’s 
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“ My dear v'oung ladv , I replied, mj stcriouslv , “ v ou 
are as curious and as romantic as nil jour sev Pray 
believe it if vou ill c ’ 

' You arc verj irritating," she laughed, and turned 
awa\ 1 

Then Tachbrooh h'mself came up 
“This Bundclpore Rajah of \ours, wasn’t he verj 
troublesome to us in '57 ? ’’ lie ashed 

“ It was his father, not the present man lie turned 
against us from the first, don’t \ou remember, and 
attach ed and hilled the Europeans at Guramabad, and 
at Punhahpore ” 

A shadow crossed Tachbrooh’s face To hide it, he 
caressed his grav moustache pensn cl> 

“I was a\n>’ before Delhi then But I remember 
it all now — I remember it all ” 

He turned aside, and changed the conversation 
GrifTcnhoofe had given up his place in mv sleeping 
apartment to Tachbrooh, much to mj delight I was 
dog-tired and trusted that I should be undisturbed bj 
any such unpleasant episode as that of the night be- 
fore But Tachbrooh appeared restless, and not inclined 
to sleep 

“ Rum thing it is, old man, I should be stopping in 
one of Bundelpore’s palaces You’ve heard me speak 
of Ethel Brooke sometimes — that dear little girl I was 
engaged to in ’57, before the troubles began She 
went away to staj' with some people at Guramabad 
just before the Mutinv r broke out I was ordered 
suddenly to Delhi, and then came the Guramabad 
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massacre I never heard of her again — not a sign — 
not a word Thank God, the Rajah died the death 
he deserved — done to death by a traitor ' And now 
his son is our good friend, and I am his guest 1 Such 
is life 1 Heigh ho 1 ” 

He lighted a cigar, and smoked me to sleep 
How long I slept I don’t know A sudden cry from 
Tachbrook woke me with a start 
“ Ethel l Great God » it is Ethel « ” 

I sprang up, and there, stealing in through the cur- 
tain, exactly as she had done the night before, came 
Mrs Ingledene 

Tachbrook stared at her like a madman 
“ Poor fellow 1 ” I said to myself “ These sad me- 
mories ha\e upset his head ” 

She glided behind the curtain into Lingmoor’s room* 
Tachbrook jumped up, and followed her 

" At any price, a scandal must be prevented,” 
thought I, and I sprang up, too, and followed him, 
Lmgmoor was sleeping the sleep of youth, and of a 
hard day’s shooting 

Tachbrook, with outstretched arms, stared at the 
dark form, which slowly flitted across the room, 

She passed through the open window, out on to the 
balcony overhanging the lake, 

A horrible fear seized me She saw herself dis- 
covered, and would not live to face the shame 
“ Stop her 1 stop her *” I cried 
We both rushed out on to the balcony 
It was empty 
C, M G 
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The night bree7e ruffled the dark surface of the lal e 
in the depths of which the muggers were sleeping 
Tachbrook .and I glared at each other, too horrified 
to speak 

Then a voice called me from the stairs 
“You arc wanted at once, Collector Sahib There 
is an old crone, the mother, or aunt, or some such 
relation of the Rajah, who lues in a little house m the 
garden, and who is dying, and wants to sec you aery 
urgently ” 

“Oh 1 do come,” said another voice, a very sweet 
one “ I did what I could for her this afternoon when 
you were away, and I found her so ill But she has 
something on her mind to tell you, and I promised 
you should come Be quick, or it will be too late 1 ” 
The speaker was Mrs Ingledene, standing at the 
door of my room, looking lovely m a white peignoir 
At first I thought she w as a ghost But I grasped her 
arm ft W'as firm flesh and blood 
“ I will go at once,” I said “ You go back to bed ” 
As I went dowm the stairs, I heard Lingmoor’s voice 
calling 

“ Send some one until brandy Colonel Tachbrook 
has fainted ” 

They led me to one of those little garden-houses, 
common in the east, where an almost sightless, toothless 
old hag lay at her last gasp 

'"*'^A r ou are the Government’s servant,” she said, “ the 
grea\ sahib — you are good to my nephew, the Maharajah 
—veil have forgiven of your great clemency the wicked- 
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ness of my brother, when he killed your people, your 
women and children I have something to say before 
I die, if your Highness will listen ” 

She spoke with difficulty, and in gasps I bent down 
to catch her words 

“ Her spirit came to me to-day, so I know that I am 
dying — the spirit of the beautiful young white maiden, 
with the yellow hair, whom my brother carried off from 
Guramabad, when he killed the rest, and whom he 
brought here She was kind to me, the spirit , she has 
forgiven me For I took her jewels I have them now 
I wish to give them back to a white sahib, lest the 
devils should torment me when I am gone The Rajah 
shut her up in the top rooms — no one could hear her 
cries there — she could not escape — he put men on the 
stairs to keep the door He delighted in the yellow- 
haired maiden — he would have made her his favourite 
wife — but one morning, when we opened the door — 
she was gone Her jewels were there — and a little holy 
book she carried in her bosom — see, here they are ” 
From under her pillow she diew, with feeble grasp, a 
yellow, worn, little English prayer-book, and a gold 
brooch and earrings, and gave them to me 

As I opened the book I was aware of two people 
looking over my shoulder Tachbrook and Mrs Ingle- 
dene had followed me 

The fly-leaf was yellow and dirty, but the name on 
it perfectly legible — 

"Ethel Brooke, September, 1856, 

“ Hardleigh Hall ” 
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A great groan broke from Tachbrook 
“It is her nam? — her writing,” he answered, and hid 
his face in lus bands 

" That was my mother’s sister’s name,” gasped Mrs 
Inglcdene “Their home was at Hardleigh Hall — I 
remember hearing she came out to India, and was killed 
in — — ” 

Tachbrook interrupted her 

“You are her niece?” he asked, m a gentle \oice 
“You are her very image , I think I see her again ” 

And he drew her to him, and kissed her on the fore- 
head 

I turned over the gold brooch in my hand 
“ There is a miniature m the back, see ' ” 

Mrs Inglcdene looked, and gave a cry 
“That is my mother when a girl I know it quite 
well — I have one like it 1 ” 

There was a faint gurgle from the bed The old na- 
tive woman in the corner, who had been watching us, 
fell back dead 

We left her, and passed out into the cool garden, 
where the bird-hfe was just awaking 

Mrs Inglcdene disappeared to her own apartment 
Tachbrook went out alone for a w'alk I thought it best 
to leave him to himself We were great friends, but 
after a discovery such as this, not even the greatest 
friends can be any comfort 
Worn out by the night’s emotions, I fell asleep till 
breakfast time When I joined the rest of the party in 
the great hall, I found everyone deiounng letters and 
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papers just brought out from Punkahpore by a mes- 
senger 

Mrs Ingledene rushed at me with outstretched hands 
‘ I want you to be the first to hear, for you are my 
oldest friend in this country, and I have so hated to 
have a secret from you 1 Listen, I have just got my 
home letters, and papa has, at last, given his consent 
to Nellie’s marriage with Lionel Lingmoor I’m so 
happy 1 You remember Nellie, the youngest of us all — 
they got engaged when he was home last summer on 
leave — and papa was furious So they have been corre- 
sponding thiough me, and I have been doing all I can 
to help them And now that Lionel is to get his 
captaincy, papa has given in I’m so glad, for he’s 
such a nice fellow, isn’t he ? though, of course, I shall 
never think anyone quite good enough for Nell 1 ” 

“ I remember Nell perfectly I carried her pick-a-back 
the last time I saw her And as I can’t congratulate 
her personally, let me do it b> proxy, dear little lady ” 
So saying, I bent down and kissed Mrs Ingledene 
on the forehead If Jack could have read m my heart 
how penitent I was for my horrible suspicions, I do 
not think he would have objected 
Just then Crabtree bustled up 

“ Here’s Lingmoor been getting into such a mess- 
just like a griff He’s gone and shot one of the Rajah’s 
muggers — didn’t think there was any harm Come 
and see what’s to be done ' ” 

“ Nothing, I should think, except to administer a few 
judicious rupees all round, to keep it quiet,” I replied* 
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and followed Crabtree to the steps leading down to the 
lake, where Lingmoor was surveying the huge carcase of 
the dead alligator 

“ 'Pon my honour, I didn’t realize they u ere preserv cd 1 
I’m awfully sorry” 

“You may as well have him stuffed now you’ve got 
him," I remarked “ He’s a splendid fellow, the grand- 
father of them all, I should judge ” 

I called a low -caste native, who began to cut up the 
animal 

Presently, in his stomach, we came on something small 
and glittering I picked it up It w as a gold ring 
I rubbed it bright, and then saw some letters engrav- 
ed on the inside 

“ Ethel, from W T I read aloud 
“ Will you let me hav e it ? ” said a voice behind me 
And I handed it to Tachbrook without a word 
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At home, m the Park in England, it was white waist- 
coat weather, when women appear m sweet cotton frocksi 
when the social air buzzes w ith cricket and yachting 
talk, and men begin to feel their gout and to say they 
must go to Hamburg Up in the Himalayas, where the 
little collection of chalets dotted about the precipices 
among the ilex and the rhododendrons form what is 
called a hill-station, the monsoon was at its height 
Drip, drip, drip — hammer, hammer, hammer — for some- 
times a day and a night at a stretch, down upon the 
corrugated iron roofs of the bungalows, came the rain 
The frogs and the leeches, the fungi and the ferns, grew 
and multiplied, but it was enough to damp the cheenest, 
giddiest nature that ever revelled in the ceaseless round 
of frivolity and fooling that goes on at Munee, 

Ten o’clock at night A wood fire made of damp 
logs that declined to burn brightly The wind howling 
among the deodars, the rain pelting, the shivering ser- 
vants lolled up in rugs asleep in their own log huts — 
not a soul stirring m the draughty little bungalow but 
herself It was most depressing , the kind of evening 
when every worry, every error, everything you would 
rather not have said, assumes magnified proportions and 
haunts you 

So it was with Queeme Vayle, though a more unlikely 
looking subject for the horrors of remorse and depres- 
sion did not exist Such golden hair — the true dark 
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gold colour, such appealing brown eyes, and a nose just 
the least bit retroussi to give piquancy to the face, and 
only on e-and -twenty 

They had considered themselves engaged e\er since 
Queenie w r as m short frocks w ith a pigtail of gold-brown 
hair, and the hideous uniform of the Rojal Military 
College, Sandhurst, did its best, though unsuccessfully, 
to take off from Reggy Vayle’s good looks and well- 
set-up, manly figure Then, in order to prevent the 
possibility of their ever changing their minds or 
coming across any one they liked better than them- 
selves, they were married at the end of Queenie’s first 
season, and prepared to make the acquaintance of the 
■world together It was tempting the gods, and the 
usual result followed 

Two jears later Vayle’s regiment was ordered to 
India Queenie’s baby died — the young mother and 
the ayah together muddled it to death , she got fe\er, 
and the doctor packed her off to the hills Reggy could 
get no leave 

To the Mayo Hotel at Simree that season, sent up 
to recover himself in the cool from a polo accident, 
lame and interesting, came Cis Lornmer, the ugliest 
fellow in the Crimson Cuirassiers, and the most popular 
and the most fascinating He found himself sitting at 
the table d'hote next Mrs Vajle and he forthwith took 
her under lus charge She was so new to India, to life 
in general, and such a refreshing change from most of 
Cis’s female friends Queenie’s siUj little head w^as 
soon perfectly turned by the attentions of a hero such 
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as she had never met before , a man who, when his foot 
was upon his native Piccadilly, was one of a set royalty 
affected, and whose every nod and word was accepted 
with effusion by the ttite of Simree society In India, 
where the table of precedence is ruled by the number of 
rupees drawn, a little flavour of real aristocracy goes a 
long way 

Under the influence of Lornmer, Queenie Vayle 
developed wonderfully She had come to Simree a 
simple child , before many weeks were out she was a 
woman — and a woman devoured with the great passion 
of her life The glamour of Lornmer was ovei her , 
Reggy became more and more commonplace and unin- 
teresting, because so familiar , her letters to him fewer 
and fewer 

At last, however, he got one, the penning of which 
was, of all the -foolish things Queenie had done in her 
silly little life, the most foolish She wrote and told 
him that she found she no longer loved him as real love 
goes , but, having met the one man in the world for 
her, she was off on a trip into Cashmere with him She 
was very sorry, but she couldn’t help it, and hoped he 
would forgive her , or words to that effect 

Reggy Vayle — an honest, straightforward, and very 
young Englishman, grilling away at Punkahpore — did 
not prove of the ordinary type of patient, acquiescent 
Anglo-Indian husband, who calls his wife’s “ bow-wow ” 
by his Christian name, and takes care to give a few 
days’ notice before he runs up to the hill-station on 
leave 
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There was a fearful scandal Society tn India 
1 winks at a good deal, but the law makes up for it by 
severity The Cashmere trip had to be cut short , the 
case came on in the High Court , and Cis Lorrimer 
had to sacrifice everything md make a bolt of it to 
somewhere — Japan or Australia The court gave him 
two jears and mulcted him handsome]} He was 
absent without leave, and, after the usual interval, the 
Gazette recorded that her Majesty had no further need 
f his services 

* *■ * * 

And now’ another monsoon had come lound again, 
and Qucenie Vayle sat solitary, listening to the rain, 
utterly alone in the world Lorrimer made no sign, 
and her family at home had cast her off as completely 
as her husband She fell so utterly wretched that she 
w'ould have given anything for a kind word from any 
one But women looked askance at her, for in India 
great importance is attached to the new commandment 
— thou shalt not be found out , and as to kind words 
from men, well, it hadn’t quite come to that yet, 
though it might soon, Quecme felt Foi life v r as 
intolerable 

It was well-nigh intolerable to some one else, too— 
\ man who had arrived that day from the plains and 
v vas going on to-morrow into Cashmere after big 
g a me Reggy Vayle felt m the thoroughly British 
for killing something He could not kill Lorrimer, 
f or did not know where he was to be found So he 
V /C going to kill ibex 
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It was a mere chance that in the hotel reading-room 
he saw Queeme’s name in the visitors’ list He had no 
idea she was up at Murree, and the shock of the surprise 
gave him the oddest impulse The memory of Queenie 
rose up before him as she had been a year before — pure, 
lovely, his own , and a great hunger came over the man 
just to see her once more, not to speak to her, not even to 
let her know he saw her — only to see her for the last time 
In the dark verandah of Queenie’s little bungalow 
stood a tall figure, the rain running off his mackintosh 
in streams, on to the flooring There was a chink 
between the curtains, and, by pressing his face against 
the pane, he could see her distinctly The gleam of 
the lamp caught her golden head, as she sat, with hands 
clasped on her knee, gazing into the fire, looking utterly 
dejected, a lonely little figure A great feeling of pity 
and remorse stole over Reggy She looked so young , 
he had sworn to love and to cherish her Instinctively 
he stretched out his arms towards her, when 

A sepulchral cough sounded from the corner of the 
verandah It was the watchman, the chokedar, who is 
supposed to guard each bungalow at night, rousing in 
his slumber and announcing his alertness Reggy had 
no choice but to fly precipitately 

Indian postal officials are crassness itself Vayle’s 
servant had been to inquire for his master’s letters as 
soon as the latter had arrived at Murree, and they were 
lying on the table in his room when he returned from 
his Enoch Arden visit He opened them mechanically. 
One began “ My own darling Queenie,” and was signed 
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“Yours, as ever, Cecil Lorrimer” The address on the 
envelope was Mrs Vayle, but neither the post-office 
people nor Vayle himself had noticed it A cheque for 
a large sum fell from its folds 

It was a good letter, and showed the writer in a 
better light than he had appeared in before All being 
lost for both of them — for Queeme, home and fame , for 
him, his position in the world, in the dear old corps — 
Lorrimer, who had been getting his affairs straight, 
wrote to ask her to come out at once to Tasmania to 
marry him and start life afresh It was a straight- 
forw ard kind of letter, and it was more It was a love- 
letter Queeme had not been to him merely a toy, to 
be played with and cast aside 

Vayle sat vith the letter m his hand going through 
a great fight with himself He had imagined that 
Queeme was utterly dead to him , that he had cast her 
off for ever But now, with this other man’s offer lying 
before him, a queer feeling of jealousy came over him 
He saw her again as he had just seen her — lonely, sad, 
desolate He remembered her in the old years , his 
little wife, she had called herself, ever since she w r as in 
her teens All her treachery was forgotten , he felt he 
could not let her go 

Lorrimer’s letter fluttered into the fire and curled to 
ashes among the logs 

Ten minutes later Queeme starts at the sound of an 
opening door All the windows are doors in India, and 
none are ever locked She turns and shrieks, for a man 
stands in the verandah with a passionate look on his face 
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He is kneeling before her, his hands clutch hers con- 
vulsively For she looks to him just the same as she 
did that Christmas when she blushed and told him she 
was getting too big to be kissed under the mistletoe 
— just the same as she did in her bridal veil in the 
village church at home 

“ Darling 1 ” he pleads hoarsely, “ darling 1 will you 
forgive me ? Will you come back to me ? ” 

Far away in Tasmania the other one, waiting and 
longing, is not in it It seems so natural to rest her 
head on Reggy’s shoulder, and there lay down the weary 
load of care and desolation which oppressed her, and 
shut out for ever the hideous nightmare of the last 
few months , and they are remarried within a few 
days 

* * # 

The scene changes to the Paik and white-waistcoat 
weather Cis Lorrimer, landed at Charing Cross that 
morning, stands in a quiet corner under the trees, with 
his hat tilted over his eyes, and sees ghosts Ghosts of 
the men and women he has known in town befoie the 
Crimsons sailed for India five years ago Men grown 
stout, women gone off , men grown bald, women with 
unmistakably increased hair Frocks new and wonder- 
ful , a new curve in a hat brim Familiar forms , 
strange faces But there, flitting down, chatting gaily 
to nice-looking women, a well-remembered face with 
golden han, but looking happier, more peaceful, than 
when he saw it last 



126 


INDIAN IDYLLS 


He watches her across the Row and put into a hansom 
at the corner by her friends Then he jumps into 
another and follows it to Gargantuan Mansions 

That evening, when the sunlight, darkened by the 
awning over the balcony, casts deep shadows m the little 
drawing-room of the flat, Queenie Vayle sits alone, 
toying with her tea 

There is an electric ring, a footstep m the tiny pas- 
sage, and a voice — well remembered — speaking, makes 
Queenie start to her feet 

The maid, without a word, is showing some one into 
the dim room Hands are held out towards her 
“ Queenie 1 Queenie ' at last I have found you 1 ” 

She giv es a low cry of pain and half turns away 
“ Won’t you speak to me ? You never ansv* ered 
Speak to me now , do, Queenie I’m doing well , 
a different fellow , and— -and — I want you, Queenie” 
She looks up at him for a few moments, and then a 
light breaks upon her 
She motions him away 

“ You mustn’t speak like that, Cis It can’t be 1 It 
is all over > ” 

His face grows hard and set suddenly, as if he had 
been struck a blow 

“ What do you mean, Queenie ? Has anyone come 
between us ? Good God * ” 

She moves to the door that divides the drawing- 
room from the little dining-room and opens it very 
softly 
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There is an odour of tobacco about the room, and 
Rcggy Vayle lies back in an arm-chair enjoying an 
ante-prandial nap and snoring slightly 

“ Yes," she says, pointing to him, “ some one has — my 
husband 1 ” 

She crosses the room on tiptoe and, bending her fair 
head over the back of lus chair, kisses him lightly on 
the forehead 

When she goes back to the drawing-room it is empty 
***** 

Everyone knows how Cis Lorrimer, late of the Crim- 
son Cuirassiers, got into the Mounted Infantry in Egypt 
and was killed at the Ghazi Dhru Wells business 
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Mrs Swatter was the biggest lady m the Anglo- 
Indian station of Nolnck I am not, of course, alluding 
to her corporeal size, though that too was worthy of 
note, but to her social position She was, to use the 
native term applied to her and her ilk, the “burra 
mem,” or big woman 

What matter that the progenitors of her lesser half 
(“my husband, the Commissioner,” as she was always 
careful to designate him) were not unconnected with 
a hosiery shop m St James’s Street, and that her own 
parents owned a crockery establishment in the Strand ? 
In Noluck, East Indies, such are the stern rules of 
official precedence, Mrs Splatter went into dinner 
before everybody else 

Mr Commissioner Splatter was a man of a mosaic 
temperament, and, though he ruled hundreds of thou- 
sands of her Imperial Majesty’s dusky subjects, scat- 
tered over an area as large as an English county, Mrs 
Splatter governed him 

The eldest child of the Splatter pair was Ella, a 
winsome little person of seventeen She had just “come 
out” (in India girls do indeed come out) per steamship 
Honolulu, like European goods, to enliven the some- 
what severe cotnmissionorial lesidence, a huge, white- 
washed, double-stoned bungalow, shut m w ith veran- 
dahs so as to render the windows almost invisible, and 
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standing m a square yard, yclept a garden, and fringed 
with the mud huts of the tribe of red-coated retainers 
who loafed on the broad flight of steps 

Ella “ took after ” her papa, as the nurses say She 
had no very decided opinions or characteristics — an 
excellent thing, both in a young lady and in a senior 
member of the Civil Service But it was certjinly from 
neither parent that she got her fresh English beauty 
and cheery girlish ways 

Ella had been conveyed to India under the un- 
impeachable chaperonage of Mrs Lynx, wnose husband 
was civil surgeon at Noluck, and to whose care Mrs 
•Splatter unhesitatingly entrusted her daughter But 
the best-laid plans of mice and mothers often deviate 
from the straight line, and certainly Mrs Splatter had 
not foreseen that, owing to Mrs Lynx being laid on 
her back with a sprained ankle for the greater part of 
the voyage, Miss Ella would be free to make and to 
cultivate pretty extensively the fascinating acquaintance 
of Lieutenant George Eston, of the 130th Foot, with- 
out a penny beyond his pay How he allowed pretty 
Ella to leave the ship without proposing to her might 
well be a puzzle to any man who had looked into her 
blue eyes But probably young Bridges, the engineer, 
had something to do with it He was perpetually 
coming up and flushing the couple when Eston, in a 
cosy corner, was about to say something irretrievable 

In the short twilight of a spring evening (Indian 
days are much of a muchness as regards length, and 
the blind man’s holiday is short), Mrs Splatter sat in 
C , M G. 9 
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the reading-room of the Nolueh Club, laying down the 
law to a representative gathering of Noluck female 
society The Chutter Munzil (profanely dubbed the 
Chatter Munzil) is a decayed rojal palace of stucco on 
the evil-smelling banks of a torpid river Like most 
Indian clubs, it has one room throw n open to ladies, 
where they may peruse the Queen and the picture 
papers, and discuss the far more absorbing topics of 
local scandal and domestic grievances 

Outside on the terrace a long line of patient carriages 
awaited their mistresses and masters The grooms 
were mostly engaged in lighting the lamps as the dark- 
ness fell, while from the club came a click of billiard-* 
balls and a popping of corks 

Weary of the endless stories of the frisky ways of 
Mrs Frayle, or of the impertinence of Mrs Paynter, 
the wife of the colonel of the Lancer regiment quartered 
in the cantonments, or of the peculations of cooks, and 
tired of papers three weeks’ old, the bloom of whose 
contents had been rubbed off by telegrams, Ella left her 
mother and Mrs Colonel de Ferret deep m confab, and 
strayed on to the steps outside the open French windows 
The tom-toms and cow-horns which had beaten to 
evening prayers were hushed m the teeming native 
city, and a subtle odour of objectionable smoke crept 
over the land, and announced that the mild Hindoo was 
cooking his evening meal Suddenly the four-in-hand 
brake of the Lancers drove up on to the terrace 
with a dash, and a bevy of white-breeched and booted 
and spurred polo players hied them into the club 
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But one came along to the reading-room and peeped 
m cautiously After looking round the group of ladies 
he turned away, and in so doing brushed against Ella 
in the darkness 

“ Beg your pardon, I’m sure,” he murmured, raising 
his cap 

Ella started and hesitated a minute It was so dark 
that she might be mistaken in the voice Then she 
made a bold shot 

“ Good evening, Mr Eston,” and in another minute 
they were telling all the news they had bottled up for 
each other since they had parted at Bombay What 
an age it seemed > Yet it was only a month ago 

They had not half finished when it grew raw and 
cold on the riverside, and Mrs Splatter was heard 
within, about to depart, and beginning her last words 

“I must fly — there’s mamma coming 1 ” whispered 
Ella. “When shall I see you again ?” 

“ When you like,” answered he 

“ Oh 1 not till then ? ” she replied, with a bewitch- 
ing smile, which betrayed her ironical tone, and took 
shelter under her mother’s wing 

With great presence of mind Eston advanced and 
called up the carriage The open landau drew up, 
driven by a native coachman in a dark tunic over his 
skin-tight white-cotton trousers, and who held the reins 
on a level w ith his nose Two grooms, dressed to match 
him, clung on to the back of the carriage, armed with 
y&k-tail fly -whisks, and rushed to open the door Eston 
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Nevertheless, something must have been arranged 
between them, for next day he joined Ella in her 
morning ride up the shady Mall, and they had a gallop 
together round the racecourse, the only soft going in all 
Noluck, and that a littered course Ella looked pretty 
even under her hideous white sun-helmet, and Eston 
blessed the Indian custom by which grooms pursue 
their mistresses on foot only Of course, as they were 
going to ride at a good pace, it was only humane to 
dispense with the services of the white-robed attendant 
and bid him await their return 

No doubt it was exceedingly wrong of Ella to be 
riding about alone thus with a decided detrimental, all 
unbeknown to her mother, while the latter was occupied 
with domestic cares, such as giving out the stores 
checking the cook’s accounts, and counting over the 
dirty dusters But in the first place, even had Mrs 
Splatter been able to chaperone her daughter on horse- 
back, she would, indeed, have needed a weight-carrier , 
and, in the second, the Anglo-Indian system of bringing 
up children away from their parents is hardly conducive 
to much sympathy and confidence, and Mrs Splatter 
was hardly the mother to elicit much of the latter 
Eston had only ten days’ leave, and he was not the 
man to let the grass grow under his feet About 
6-30 A M one deliciously fresh morning (the days were 
growing perceptibly hotter), all among the glowing 
bouganvilhas and alamandas of the fort gardens, 
haunted with sad memories of British heroism, he told 
Ella what she had guessed already, the while sapient 
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crows croaked at them from the mango branches, and 
shrill green parrots jeered at them as they shrieked 
past like a streak of green lightning But the doves 
cooed to them sympatheticallj from the peepul-trees 

But, alas for the course of true love * The upstart of 
that sweet morning’s compact was a stormy interview 
between Ella and her mother, w’hich sent the latter to 
bed with a headache and tears 

When Eston arrived at noon to see the commissioner, 
he was met by the stem remark that, in Anglo-Indian 
parlance, the door was shut, and m the evening Mrs 
Splatter and Ella cut him dead as they passed him on 
the Mall in their afternoon dme He noticed Ella’s 
eyes were red 

Next day was Sunday, and the last day of Eston’s 
leave In accordance with the convenient Indian 
custom that runs all the expresses at night, and so 
materially lengthens one’s existence, Eston was to 
rejoin his regiment by that evening’s mail tram But 
he felt he could not leave without seeing Ella once 
more. So he did a thing he could never remember 
doing except when with the regiment and on duty 
since he left Harrow, and that w as — going to church 

He was rewarded, Ella sat in the front seat, the 
commissioner’s Eston secured one at right-angles to 
her, and thus turned Mrs Splatter’s flank But when 
one is a “burra mem,” and sits m the uppermost seats 
in the synagogue, one must be very devout. So the 
latter lady missed a great deal of the eje telegraphy 
which went on between the lovers all service tune 
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The weather was getting hot , white-frilled punkahs 
were swaying methodically, pulled by heathen in the 
verandah, over a congregation consisting of a sprinkling 
of black-coated civilians and their families, a fringe of 
whitey-brown clerks and shopkeepers, and a brilliant 
patch of soldiers in divers uniforms, who had marched 
to the very church doors with their bands playing 
joyous melodies These infantry, as usual, ever since 
the outbreak of the Mutiny at Meerut while the troops 
were in church, had each man his rifle resting in the 
book-shelf before him Even the chaplain fanned him- 
self languidly as he began a long-winded discourse 
which, combined with the punkahs and the early hour 
(church began at 8 a M now), soon sent Eston off into 
a half-waking dream, not unconnected with a church m 
which Ella played a prominent part So sleepy was he 
that when, at the conclusion of the service, the soldier 
who did verger came round with the alms-bag and 
offered him one of those little tickets whereon is to be 
inscribed the amount of the donation — as no one cairies 
any coin in India — Eston clean forgot where he was, 
and, hastily snatching the proffered pencil, wrote 
quickly, with hazy recollections of the club — 

“ One whisky and soda G Eston, Lieut, 130th” 
Shortly after Eston’s departure Mrs Splatter carried 
off Ella to the neighbouring hill-station of Simree for 
the hot-weather months Old Splatter remained be- 
hind at work, enjoying his whist and billiards at the 
club, as he never got enough of them when under con- 
jugal surveillance 
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CramtveU, too, the nsmg young civilian, was off to 
the hills The fickle goddess of promotion had marked 
him for her own He was caught up into the seventh 
heaven of the Local Government, and Noluck hot 
weathers would know him no more En revanche, Rose 
Cottage, the little chalet wherein Mrs Splatter had 
planted herself among the rhododendrons, became very 
familiar with his presence, and his attentions to Ella 
became daily’ - more marked Mrs Splatter smiled upon 
his suit, and probably no one would have had any 
objections to make to the affair, if Cramuell had not 
been an out-and-out red-haired cad of the first water, 
probably “riz” in a Scotch grammar school and with 
no manners whatever, w'hile Ella was quite the prettiest 
girl that season at Simree 

By way of setting in motion the mill-W’heel round 
of gaieties which engross the frivolous mind of the 
mountain Capua, the august hostess of Government 
House issued invitations for a fancy ball on the Queen’s 
Birthday Forthwith the feminine mind became much 
exercised as to costumes, and m every verandah sat 
a cross-legged native tailor, stitching away at fancy 
dresses, which he held with his toes It was to be a 
tremendous function, and rumour even whispered that 
Mrs General Money, the best-dressed woman in Simree, 
had telegraphed to Baris for a dress to eclipse every one 
\lse’s 

/In the midst of all this excitement, who should' 

Aim up at the Empire Hotel, a few days before the 
mall but George Eston Regardless of the envenomed 
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glance shot at him by Mrs Splatter when he ran 
against her m the Assembly Rooms at an afternoon 
concert, he went off straightway to Messrs Sharpe and 
Dunn, the English tailors From among the chaos on 
their workroom floor he had picked out for him Mr 
Cramwell’s fancy dress, and immediately ordered for 
himself the exact counterpart, bribing Messrs S and D 
to solemn secrecy 

Mr Cramwell, after much cogitation, had decided to 
disguise his red head m the grey locks and venerable 
beard of a monk, while a flowing black robe, girt with 
a hempen cord, was to veil his manly form George 
Eston did exactly the same , and when the Simree 
world found themselves — a motley crew — assembled 
under the gubernatorial chandeliers, there was not a pin 
to choose between the two monks In fact, every one 
imagined that it was one and the same ascetic prowling 
about in two places at once, except a few who, as the 
evening wore on, imagined they saw double No one 
was more taken in than Mrs Splatter, whose argus eye 
was continually spying her daughter sitting out in dim 
corners with the unsaintly anchorite, and who gloated 
over the sight 

She was jubilant, indeed, when at the close of the en- 
tertainment her six panting bearers deposited her in her 
“ jampan ’’ in the verandah of Rose Cottage The Lieu- 
tenant-Governor’s supper had been excellent, and to it 
she had done ample justice True, that a “ semorer " 
lady than herself had been taken in by the Great Panjan- 
drum himself to the solemn, sit-down, square meal which 
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is such an important feature in an Indian ball, but he 
had honoured Mrs Splatter with a quadrille. So she 
turned to Ella effusively — 

“ Well, my dear, and how have you enjoyed yourself?’’ 
“ Awfully, mamma 1 ” 

“And how did you get on with — with him ? Did he 
say anything, Ella ? ” 

Ella’s long lashes drooped over her eyes, and her very 
neck and shoulders blushed 
“ Well — y es — mamma.” 

“ Dear child 1 I am pleased ' But I won’t botheryou 
at this time of night Go and get some beauty sleep, 
and tell me everything m the morning” 

Ella turned away hanging her head But at the door 
of her room she came back again 
“ Mamma, won’t you kiss me ? ” 

Mrs Splatter folded her to her capacious bosom 
But next morning, while the “burra mem” was still 
wrapped m slumber, dreaming sw r eet dreams of pate de 
foie gias and a seat on the Legislative Council for her 
lesser half, a tonga might have been seen whirling away 
down the road to the plains as fast as a pair of gallop- 
mg ponies could draw it Under the hood, on the back 
seat, sat Eston and Ella 

The sun rose brilliantly from behind the forest-clad 
mountains, as they tore down the zigzags, round sharp 
curves, above overhanging precipices, through deep 
gorges Torrents roared unseen m the ravines, and 
waterfalls answered them from the crags above The 
koel boomed its cuckoo-like note across the valley, and 
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cowbells tinkled from upland pastures- Patches of rosy 
rhododendrons dyed the lull-sides crimson At the 
sound of the blast of the coachman’s horn, long trains 
of heavily laden bullock-wagons crept out of the way 
of the clattering tonga, which a fresh pair of ponies 
every five miles carried farther and farther away from 
parental ire 

Little Mrs Grey, the wife of a captain m Eston's 
regiment, sat in the evening of that day in her verandah 
trying to feel cool after her evening drive in the fur- 
nace-like atmosphere of Guramghur Of course she 
might have been away amusing herself in the hills, but 
her Charley could not get leave, and so, as she put it, 
she meant to “ stick it out ” with him Great W'as her 
surprise to see a station gharry drive up, from which 
emerged Eston 

l< I thought you were up at Simree ? ” was her 
greeting 

" So I was Mrs Grey, will you do something 
for me ? ” 

He led her into the drawung-room, with such an 
unusual expression of triumphant anxiety blended on 
his face that Mrs Grey asked herself if he had either 
come to grief in some way, or been made ADC up at 
Simree But Eston was a great friend of the Greys, 
and in his need he had not counted on them in vain 
After a very short explanation, the little woman ran 
down the steps and, opening the carriage-door, helped 
Ella out The latter, after a minute’s hesitation, flung 
herself into Mrs Grey's arms, and Mrs Grey kissed 
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the sweet little face, where the smiles struggled with 
thetears 

“And now,’’ remarked Eston, when this eminently 
feminine performance was concluded, “ I’m off to see 
the padre ” 

They w'ere married next morning in the whitewashed 
barn which did duty for a church at Guramghur — 
married quite earlj, while \ct the barracks were astir 
with the usual matutinal bustle and noisv with bugle- 
calls, while people were going for the before-breakfast 
rides, and ere the morning mail-train sauntered into 
Guramghur station 

In it came Mr and Mrs Splatter, the former armed 
with a thick stick, and the latter, uoman-hke, with her 
daughter’s clothes But thej came too late. When 
they entered the Grcvs’ breakfast-room, Ella was 
Mrs Eston 

After a preliminary outburst c\cry one decided to 
make the best of e\erj thing, and Splatter plre cl mere 
returned next daj' to Simrcc, without their daughter, 
bearing with them a grain of comfort m the knowledge 
that, though their son-in-law might be penniless, \et 
he was the nephew of a real baronet The thought 
of her child’s uncle-m-law somewhat consoled Mrs 
Splatter when, later on in the season, Cramwell became 
engaged to the decidedly plain daughter of her great 
rival the Commissioneress of Todiabad At any rate, 
it gave her something to enlarge upon, w'hen the 
latter lady condoled with her m such an irritating 
mannet 
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But through the scorching hot weather and the drench- 
ing monsoon which followed, Ella never grumbled over 
her dinner of herbs in the little thatched bungarow, 
or sighed for the stalled ox and the luxury of a 
thermantidote in the Commissioner’s mansion at No- 
luck What matters it if a subaltern’s pay does not go 
far? Are not the banks of India a refuge for the 
destitute ? And little reck young lovers of heavy 
interest and a day of reckoning What matters the 
lively mosquito, the maddening prickly heat, the ther- 
mometer at ninety-something, or the rains coming down 
and making life one long Turkish bath, or coming 
through and necessitating an umbrella in bed, while rep- 
tiles and insects find a happy home in the room? Certain- 
ly the rainy season in the plains is hardly a joyous 
one, and yet Ella and Eston were ridiculously happy 

But with the clearer skies of returning sunshine of 
September a vague dread spread through Guramghur 
The cholera-fiend hovered over the native city, and 
struck down his victims in the crowded gaol and the 
busy bazaar He stretched his sword over canton- 
ments, and the troops fled before him into cholera- 
camp, with their bands playing, it is true, but leaving 
some of their number behind them in hospital 

He spared not the Eston s’ little thatched bungalow 
Thence, one evening, all that was mortal of Ella was 
borne on a gun-carriage down the Mall, along which she 
had cantered so gaily only the day before, and laid to rest 
in the little white-walled cemetery', crowded with name- 
less soldiers’ graves and thick with children’s mounds 
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" They’re m, old man 1 I’ll be hanged if they’re not 
This was Captain Cartridge’s remark to Shotwell, and 
puzzled me somewhat, as I lay half asleep in a long 
lounging chair in the ante-room, with my feet raised 
higher than my head on the broad elongated arms 
What were in, I asked myself, sleepily It could 
not be the letters, for it was yesterday that I had 
received Messrs Lappel and Son’s polite and patient 
“ to account rendered,” from far away Bond-street It 
could not be charming Mrs Dashington and her pretty 
sister, the only women worth speaking to in the station, 
for everyone knew that Shotwell and Cartridge had a 
soul above paying calls 

Only a month before HM troopship Alligator had 
disgorged me at Bombay, and my evil star and the Great 
Indian Peninsula Railway had led me to join my regi- 
ment at the small and remote station of Guramghur 
Talk of a one-horse place Guramghur \\ as only a one- 
pony place, for we were but a poor infantry corps without 
the wherewithal to spend on polo or pig-sticking, or 
even paper-chasing , and one “ tat ” wherewith to canter 
to and from mess, and to drive in our bamboo carts, 
satisfied our modest aspirations We wanted but little 
m the way of horseflesh at Guramghur, but, m the case 
of Colonel Cormorant, who weighed over sixteen stone, 
we wanted that little strong No, there was nothing to 
recommend Guramghur — no society, very little work, as 
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\vc were the only troops, and but for the society of the 
Dashmgtons, I must have been bored to death But 
this is a digression 

Inquiry on my part elicited the information from 
Shotuell that it was the snipe that formed the topic of 
their conversation IIou dense of me 1 \s if when 
Shotuell and Cartridge got together they ever talked 
of an} thing else but killing something All the same, 
we were proud of our two crack shots, for I fear we 
were rather a “dog and walking-stick” regiment, and 
we would descant on their wonderful bags to other non- 
sporting characters 

Shotuell added, kind!} “ You should go out and have 
a tr> at the snipe, my boy , finest sport out ,n 

My ambition was fired So they had armed, these 
m}Stcrious birds of passage, winging their way from far 
northern steppes ov cr pathless snows, to alight for a fcu r 
dn}S in some quiet morass on monotonous Indian levels, 
ere they sped on again, no one knows whither Did I 
not possess a brand new gun that had never yet left its 
case? I would sally forth and deal death and destruc- 
tion among the snipe, and astonish Mrs Dashmgton by 
sending her in a dish of them for dinner 

Returning to my bungalow I ordered my bearer to 
bring before me some trustworthy “shikari 1 ’ who would 
lead my infant footsteps in the way in which they should 
go — after snipe He arrived, and csccpt that he was a 
trifle less clothed and more unkempt than the usual run 
of natives, there was nothing to denote especial wood- 
craft about lnm After a three-cornered conversation 
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between the “shikari,” the bearer, and myself, and a 
prodigious amount of misunderstanding, it was arranged 
that on the morrow I was to shoot the Paniput Jheel, 
where the snipe were as thick as mosquitoes 

It was dawn when my bearer succeeded in the, to 
him, dangerous task of waking me The air w as chill* 
wuth the welcome and delicious crispness of the cold 
weather No one seemed astir except the crows, who 
caw'ed monotonously in the branches, and even the 
“ chokedar,” or private watchman — the ostensible protec- 
tor of our lives and property — w as still asleep m a corner 
of the verandah In the shafts of the cart standing 
by the steps was the “ slave,” a most useful grey pony, 
with no particular faults except that of an inveterate 
habit of jibbing at starting, and of such a vicious temper 
that no one except his own “syce” could approach 
within two yards of him in the stable After the usual 
prelude of whackingand pushing the wheels and reviling 
the animal’s maternal ancestors, we at length made a 
start, my new gun resting carefully against the seat by 
my side “ Reveilld” w'as sounding m barracks, and a 
few natives wrapped corpse-like in their sheets were 
flitting down the mist}' Mall A jackal, returning home 
from his nocturnal prowl, stole across the road Once 
outside cantonments and bowling along the straight 
white road, a perpetual excitement was kept up by our 
meeting trains of bullock-carts laden with bales of cotton 
for the railway As the drivers were mostly asleep on 
the summit of their loads, with their blankets well 
wrapped over their ears, it required a good deal of 
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vehemence on mine and the syce’s part before they 
could be induced to prod the lethargic bullocks out of 
my way into the deep dust on either side the road 

At the sixth milestone of the monotonous, tree- 
bordered road, whose only variety was an occasional 
collection of mud huts or a mango grove, I found the 
shikari squatting on his haunches in the dust, and look- 
ing somewhat cold Here I left the cart, and shoulder- 
ing my gun, started off towards the “jheel,” across 
fields of low green bushes of “ dal,” across carefully 
tilled little patches of rising corn, and skirting tall crops 
of millet and sugarcane, over a sun-baked plain Pre- 
sently the ground fell slightly, and became ciacked 
and caked like dried mud My guide stopped short, 
and appeared bewildered With some difficulty, I 
gathered from him that this was where he had expect* 
ed to find the jheel, but that the water had mysteriously 
vanished, God only knew where, and with it the 
snipe 

Short as had been my residence m the country, my 
faith in the wild Hindoo had already received several 
fearful shocks I, therefore, approached the shikari 
with alarming menaces of corporal punishment, and — 
despite his entreaties and asseverations that he knew 
no more of the whereabouts of the jheel than did I, 

“ His Highness, the protector of the poor, his father 
and his mother,” all rolled into one — informed the “ son 
of a pig ” that this was not Paniput Jheel, and that if 
he didn’t take me there sharp it would be the worse 
for him 

c, M G .10 
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This ebullition had the desired result Resuming our 
march, we very shortly came on a tangled mixture of 
mud and morass, swamp and sedge, with here and there 
a thorn-bush or a clump of high grass stretching as far 
as the eye could see in a long serpentine line 

Forthwith from our rear the shikari evoked four 
coolies who had been stalking solemnly behind us 
wrapped in dirty sheets These formed a line, with my- 
self in the middle, and we started beating along the 
sedge and water on the edge of the swamp The sun 
was now well above the horizon and had a good deal of 
power , the air was dead still 

Suddenly from out of a tussock of grass right m front 
of me, with a wild cry, like the creaking of an unoiled 
lock, rose a bird, ridiculously small to expect one to 
shoot When I add that instead of giving one a chance 
by flying straight and fair it made three distinct twists, 
the reader will not be surprised to hear that it got 
away scot-free 

There was indeed no doubt about the snipe being in, 
and I only wished my eye had been the same. Now in 
wisps of four or five, rising together like a rocket and 
scattering like fireworks , now singly, sometimes at one’s 
feet and sometimes out of shot, they went up m all 
directions Still every one escaped me The sun grew 
hotter My feet and legs were soaked My temper 
did not improve, but the snipe’s chances did The 
shikari accompanied my misses with vial apropos 
observations as to when to fire, which made me feel 
inclined to slay him 
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But at last came a proud moment One bird, with 
evidently better feeling than the others, rose well within 
shot, and, with a subdued twitter, made off slow and 
straight The next minute he fell dead, and a coolie 
promptly retrieved him out the water A poor thing — 
after such an expenditure of time and walking and 
cartridges — but mine own I gazed lovingly at the 
long-billed trophy ere I hung him by the neck on the 
gamestick 

The discharge of a gun not far off startled me, and 
to my intense astonishment I beheld Shotwell and 
Cartridge emerge from behind a patch of elephant-grass 
Their greetings were warm, but hardly cordial 

“You’re a nice sort of chap 1 What do you mean by 
coming out on to our jheel ? ” 

“ I’m very sorry,” I began, “ I had no idea that m this 
country any of the shooting was private ” 

“ Bless the boy ' I don’t mean that But the shikari 
ought to have known better He knows we keep this 

jheel snug ” And Cartridge made for the shikari, 

who fled 

I interposed, for a light seemed to dawn upon me 
“ Hold hard, Cartridge , now I think of it, he was 
not at all anxious for me to come here He tried to 
put me off with a dried-up place across the hill ” 
Cartridge laughed My innocence was so palpable 
“ Well, and what have you got ? You have been 
blazing away enough to scare every snipe out of the 
country ” 
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Triumphantly I pointed to the game slick, but to 
my mortification ciokcd a roai of laughter from my 
brother officers 

" Why, man, that’s not a snipe at all 1 That’s a 
snippet, look at its white breast • ” 

And they both seCmcd so amused that I got propor- 
tionately annoyed — for after all one is not born a 
snipe-shot — and I was not sorri to find subsequent!} 
that my battue had so disturbed the jhcel, that the 
two professors weic unable to get near a bird, and were 
forced to give it up and beat a retreat homewards 
Cartridge and Sliotwcll lned in a bungalow next 
mine As, later m the day, I was emerging soothed 
and amiable from a warm tub, a shot from their veran- 
dah startled the grey squirrels in mine Looking out 
of the bathroom door 1 perceived the two again 
intensely amused over something Their mirth was 
irritating 

At dinner time at mess the story of my first day’s 
snipe shooting went gaily round, until embroideries 
various Especially it seemed to tickle Fit?danglc 
(he is such a fool, anything wdl amuse lum), who had 
made use of my absence to go over and lunch with 
the Dasbingtons 

But Cartridge patted me on the back 

“ Never mind, my boy, you’ll do better next time 1 
And I’ve told them to serve you for breakfast with 
one of the few snipe we really did kill, that you may 
see what it tastes like ” 
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Next morning I came in late to breakfast, for I was 
stiff and tired with my walk and my wetting The 
table was full of fellows, while others presently lounged 
in as if expecting something My promised snipe, a 
plump little carcase mounted on fried toast, was 
brought in solemnly by the mess-sergeant himself 
General interest was evinced as I ate it, and when it 
was finished everyone wished to know how I liked it 
I remarked it was very well cooked, but rather dry and 
bitter Fit7dangle sniggered again 

But at lunch Cartridge shouted across the table 
“Well, and so you liked the hoo-poo ?" 

“ What hoo-poo ? ” 

“ The hoo-poo you ate for breakfast, thinking it was 
a snipe Shotwell shot it in our garden, and we had 
it most carefully plucked and cooked 1 ” 

To this day the sight of one of those jaunty little 
birds, with his nodding perky crest, running about 
the garden, reminds me verv unpleasantly of my 
exceedingly mauvats quart cThcinc of chaff which 
followed Cartridge’s disclosure 

However, to do him and Shotwell justice, I must 
relate that in order to encourage the young idea, they 
took me out the following week to Paniput Jheel 
again We made a splendid bag (Cartridge shooting 
four birds with a right and left shot) of thirty couple, 
to which, however, I must confess, though the snipe 
rose steadier and flew straighter, I only contributed 
the modest quota of five 
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Nevertheless, I went home in such good spirit that 
I couldn’t resist, as I dressed for mess, shouting across 
to the doctor, with whom I share my bungalow, to ash 
him why my tailor Lappcl was like a snipe 

Of course he gave it up, for the doctor is a Scotch- 
man and a “ carfu’ mon ” in money matters, but other 
people besides an impecunious subaltern will have no 
difficulty in perceiving that the similarity lies in their 
both having long bills 
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The hounds met at the Fox Inn, Nethercombe, and 
all the village was astir Nethercombe was very proud 
of its gorse, which was warranted from time immemorial 
to hold a fox One by one, then in twos and threes, red- 
coats and black, dog-carts and broughams, came down 
the village street and congregrated in front of the inn, 
where mine host was drawing his best March ale vigor- 
ously Then there was a flutter, and the huntsman, and 
the whips, with the pack at their heels, were made way 
for by the crowd, and halted under the sign-board 
There was a brief law for the late-comers, filled in 
by greeting and chatting, and the Master led the way 
over the brow of the hill towards Nethercombe Gorse 
The last of the field was disappearing up the lane> 
leaving only a few second horsemen and hangers-on 
under the sign-board, when a smart dog-cart rattled up 
and its two occupants, hastily throwing away the ends, 
of their cigars, and divesting themselves of their box- 
coats, shouted for their horses 

The tall slim man with the fair moustache was God- 
frey Okeburne, of the 150th Hussars, his companion 
was a brother officer, and they had driven over from the 
depot at Alderminster 

The hounds were already rattling a fox about the 
gorse, by the time the two later comers had trotted up 
the muddy lane to the corner by the gate, and some of 
the field were industriously pounding up and down the 
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rides, to the intense annoyance of the Master and his 
subordinates, as well as of Rej nard 

At last, however, this latter succeeded in eluding them, 
and in sneaking off unperceived, till he was viewed away 
by a shepherdnearwhosehuthe had incautiously ventured 
In another minute the hounds were put on the scent, 
and the whole field was squeezing through a gate and 
down a pasture, as if their lives depended on it 

Well to the front rode Okeburne, but the chesnut was 
fresh and hot, and had got her head up unpleasantly 
She hurried at the first fence, taking it too much in 
her stride At the next, a tall big bull-finch, with a 
deep ditch and a bank on the near side, she went with 
a rush How she landed or rather did not land, no one 
ever could tell, for the next moment she w as lying a 
struggling mass at the bottom of the ditch, with her 
back broken and her rider under her 

"Take ’unto the Vicarage, there’s nowhere else for 
’un to be took, and no doctor within five mile,” quoth 
Chaw bacon, who advanced with a timely hurdle, as 
Okeburne was dragged from under his horse, uncon- 
scious, and with one booted leg dangling helpless and 
broken 

So to Nethercombe Vicarage they took him The 
Vicar was away for the day, and it was his daughter 
May who received the hurdie with its ghastly burden 
m the narrow hall She made no doubt Okeburne was 
dead, and therefore there was real relief, that made the 
blue eyes dewy in her fair face, when Okeburne opened 
his eyes on it and the world a few moments after 
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His first sight of life again — for it had been a nasty 
cropper — and as such it fixed itself in his memory for 
evermore But it was some time before he saw the blue 
eyes dewy again though Five weeks he lay a helpless 
prisoner at the Vicarage, mending his shattered limb, and 
all the while the blue eyes first gazed softly at him, then 
shyly, and then danced and sparkled as they met his 
After the five weeks were over and the mischief w' 
done, though the leg was nearly mended, Lady Marci 
appeared on the scene, full of dignified maternal solici 
tude for her younger and troublesome son, albeit sh 
he had not thought it worth while to hurry back fro 
abroad sooner to look after him 

She fixed May with a stony stare, before which t> 
soft blue eyes fell 

“My nurse, mother,” said Oheburne, uneasily 
“ Indeed ? I am so grateful for your kindness to > 
son, but if I had had any idea how much he 
encroaching on it, I would have moved him at ■ 
price 1 So good of you 1 " 

Young and unused as she was to the world, May f 
the sneer and the blue eyes filled Okeburne noticed 
That evening, m the twilight, when Lady M*> 
had departed, having made arrangements to send 
remove her son on the morrow, May stood at 
window of the little sitting-room and looked wistfi 
into the bare elm branches against the darkening 
The rooks were cawing good-night, and the maid * 
in and fetched away the Vicar Someone wanted > 
May too rose to go 



154 


INDIAN IDYLLS 


But Okeburne, who had been drinking m the picture 
of her fair face and form against the light, sat up in his 
long chair 

“ Why are you going ? ” 

“Have you forgotten? It’s choir practice night, I 
must go and look up the hymns in the study ” 

“ Come here 1 ” 

She obeyed unwittingly Had he not called her to 
do things for him for the last five weeks? 

The next minute she found herself a prisoner , his 
arm was round her waist 

“ Don’t, Captain Okeburne— you’ll hurt your leg — 
sit down — ” 

“Then sit here on the floor by me, darling ' It’s our 
last evening, and I’ve something to tell you — but I think 

you know it already — eh ? ” 

* * » » 

Three months later Captain and Mrs Okeburne had 
left the depot and embarked to join the regiment m 
India Lady Marcia had forgiven them, and given 
them' — her blessing As for any increased allowance, 
it was not to be thought of Godfrey had already 
run through more money than any of the boys, and 
if he chose to marry a girl without a penny, well, he 
must just go back and soldier in India again Any- 
how, it was something to get him married , it might 
steady him, though what he could see, &c , &c 

And that was just the verdict of the 150th when they 
saw Mrs Okeburne Certainly marriage did steady 
Okeburne, at first Perhaps the fact that the dashing 
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150th happened to be at a very remote station, where 
there was absolutely nothing to be done except pig- 
sticking, helped towards his improvement In any case. 
May was altogether happy 

But the month after which she was named came on 
apace m all its sultriness, and played havoc with her 
fresh English complexion, her sparkling eyes, and her 
spirits Simultaneously Okeburne, whose curse in h'"' 
had always been that he wanted so much amusing 
found the even tenor of domestic life, which had 5 > 

so sweet m its complete novelty, pall upon him H 
felt positively relieved when the doctor ordered 
wife up to the hills 

Okeburne escorted her thither, and one evening *h 
arrived at Simree and put up at the hotel by the la! 
May was much too fatigued to put in an app ai 
at dinner, and her husband went down alone 

The first person he saw in the long dining-room 
he scanned the lines of people at dinner was 1 1 
Mrs Dimple 

Her bright black eyes greeted him mockingly 

“ Come and sit by me, dear boy It’s ages > 

And what is this I hear, married ? Oh * > 

could you ? ” 

Daisy Dimple was the daughter of one and the <■ 
of another Indian civilian She was not more th 
five-and-twenty, and everyone had heard of her 
her doings in every hill-station in the Himalap 
She never went home, what need ? India was ' 
fun The only use of England was to supply you w 
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clothes In the hot weather she took up her abode 
at some hill-station till it got too hot for her, and in 
the cold season she flitted from station to station 
wherever there were any balls or races or festivities 
going on 

Dimple had some appointment somewhere His great 
characteristic was good-naturedness Daisy had been 
engaged to half-a-dozen men before she married Dimple 
at seventeen Her father, in a burst of parental in- 
dignation, rushed the marriage on m a week, or she 
probably would never have done it 

Wherever Mrs Dimple moved she was followed by a 
faithful pack of “bow-wows,” some of man}' years’ stand- 
ing These she managed with such discretion that they 
never quarrelled, each having his times and seasons, and 
all of them called Dimple “ Dick ” 

Before he went home Godfrey Okeburne had been 
one of the “pack ” and a favoured member 

He had not been up at Simree again for ten days 
(which May spent chiefly in bed with fever brought 
on by the journe} ) before he was again enrolled in the 
faithful cohort by little Mrs Dimple 

Bacchus taking the chair at a temperance meeting, 
a pterodactyl among the water-fowl m St James’s Park, 
or the inmate of a Turkish harem lecturing on the 
rights of women, could not have been more out of place 
than the poor child from Nethercombe Vicarage was at 
Simree It is always the naughtiest of hill-stations, and 
that year, owing to the presence of Mrs Dimple and 
others of her ilk, it surpassed itself Happily innocence 
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Two days later the doctor’s wife proposed to make 
a little expedition out to a bungalow on a small lake 
some few miles off, and send lunch there She fancied 
it would be a change and do the girl good, for May had 
faded so terribly, as fair, transparent women do in India 
Only brunettes, like Mrs Dimple, aided by art, manage 
to defy the ravages of the climate 
May’s bearers, with their light load, got ahead of the 
more portly Mrs Smith and the others, and she found 
herself arrived first at a turn in the road whence she 
caught a lovely view of the lake embosomed in the hills, 
and the little bungalow on a terrace above Figures 
were moving about — servants and ponies Evidently 
someone w'as staying there 

Presently the unseen watcher, halting on the moun- 
tain’s path, saw two people step from behind the “ chick ” 
which covers doors in India, and seat themselves on 
chairs in the verandah In another instant she had re- 
cognised her husband and Mrs Dimple 

Mrs Smith’s jampan bearers toiling up the hill were 
met by May m her jampan returning 

" It’s so hot and open near the bungalow, I want to 
have lunch here under this tree, if you don’t mind, Mrs 
Smith 1 ” 

“ Certainly, my dear But how white you look 1 Here, 
quick, William, she’s going to faint — some brandy” 

‘ It’s the heat, I think,” murmured poor May And 
that one white he was all that her agony ever wrung 
from her 
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Not quite all, though For when unhealthy Septem- 
ber came, and cholera swooped down on the isoth’s 
station, it carried off May as its first victim Mrs Smith, 
bending over her at the very last, caught the words 
gasped by the blue lips 

“ Oh 1 if he had only cared for me a little, I shouldn’t 
have minded 1 ” 
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SHE was my first love, Lizzie Baynes 

I remember her in a short, white-cotton frock at 
the tenants’ ball we gave down at Banmcombe every 
Christmas, a most fascinating little maiden Blankshire 
my elder brother (home, like me, from Eton, for the 
holidays), and young Terence, the village doctor’s son 
had a great quarrel, almost amounting to a fight, over 
a dance w ith her It was characteristic of Lizzie that 
she finally 7 elected to dance with Blankshire, because he 
had a name all to himself, — meaning, of course, his 
title 

As we grew older my’ passion waned, for we saw very 
little of each other, I never being down much in Wessex 
except for the shooting , and I rather fancy Lizzie dis- 
appeared to a boarding school m a neighbouring town 
Then, one spring, going down from Oxford to bury’ 
my self at Banmcombe and read for my degree, I found 
her blossomed out into an exceedingly pretty’, if some- 
what vain and flighty’, little siren Her father, whose 
father before him had been land-steward at Banmcombe, 
was mighty’ proud of her 

Sometimes on a w'et afternoon, or m the ei ening 
when I w r as sick of “ mugging,” I would wander over to 
the farm and have a smoke and chat with old Biymes 
Somehow', I generally found young Terence there, and 
was amused to notice the paroxysms of ill-concealed 
jealousy’ into which the little minx would throw the 
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poor young fellow by flirting a bit with me So I saw 
how the land lay there 

A year later, running down to Bannicombe for a few 
days, while on a round of visits in that part of the 
world, the first person I met coming down the avenue 
as I drove up from the station was old Terence, the 
doctor He had been up to the house to see a sick ser- 
vant He was in such a state of beaming delight that 
I could not help stopping to ask after Mrs Terence 
and the tribe of boys He then quite took my breath 
away by the announcement that Pat Terence, the eldest, 
and my former rival, had passed his examination for 
the army, and had that week been gazetted to some 
line regiment Of course I congratulated the old man, 
marvelling all the time over the folly of the Cardwell 
competitive system, which bi ought penniless lads like 
this into the service, and wondering how on earth the 
uniform was to be paid for 

The next time I saw Bannicombe was after eighteen 
months’ absence, shooting big game with Blankshire in 
the Rockies The little village wore quite a festive 
appearance as I diove up from the station, the bells 
ringing and all the women and children at the cottage 
doors gazing and talking , for, as I discovered, no less 
an event had just taken place than the fair Lizzie’s 
marriage to young Terence 

“ An officer in the army 1 To think of that, my lord,” 
quoth old Baynes to me with exultation “Not but 
what my girl’s pretty enough for a duke , that she is, — 
begging your pardon, my lord " 

C, M G 
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Good old fellow 1 She was the only loss among all 
the boys, and her parents and her brothers had wor- 
shipped her from her cradle 

Three or four years later I was idling away a few 
weeks at Simla, on my return from shooting in Cashmere, 
and while it was yet too hot to go after the tigers in 
the Terai The evening after my arrival I found my- 
self at a ball at the V iceroy’s, and m a crush at a door- 
way, face to face with Lizzie Terence 

In spite of the elaborate ball dress, and the diamonds 
glittering round her snowy neck and shoulders, there 
was no mistaking the pleading violet eyes, the sweet 
childish face, which first turned deadly white, and then 
flushed crimson as she recognised me 

“ Lizzie,” I said, holding out a hand, “is this the way 
y ou treat old friends > ” 

She stopped and looked at me with an imploring look 
“ Oh, Lord Archie * one does not expect to meet old 
friends out here,” she faltered 

“If we are going to dance this, w e had better begin 
before the crush comes " 

The speaker was Major the Honourable Percy 
Standish, the smartest and most aristocratic of all the 
Commander-m-Chief's ADC’s, black-browed and dis- 

sipatcd-looking 

All the vears I had Inown Percy Standish about 
town, I had never liked him less The familiar tone 
in which he spoke to Lizzie jarred upon me They 
passed on, and some one behind me congratulated me 
on being an old friend of the beauty 
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Remembering the imploring look of the violet eyes, 
I restrained a smile, and admitted to the honour of 
having known her as a girl, and knowing her people 
down in Wessex, suppressing all details, and marvelling 
over the elasticity of Anglo-Indian society 

“ So she’s the beauty ? ” I asked 

“ Quite the prettiest woman this year m Simla,” 
rejoined my informant “Bad style, you know, but 
very fetching Standish discovered her when the Chief 
was inspecting her regiment, and got her up here But 
he’s such a beastly selfish chap, won’t let anyone else 
have an innings ” 

“The Viceroy himself was rather smitten,” remarked 

some one else , “ but Lady (naming *our hostess) 

put her foot down She has so much to put up with, 
don’t you know ” 

And so on with notes and comments which won’t 
bear repeating, and which made me feel sick at heart, 
as I watched Lizzie aud her diamonds revolving with 
Standish 

I went to call upon her in her pretty little chalet, 
nestling on the hill-side among the rhododendrons 
Poor Terence, she informed me, was grilling away in 
the plains somewhere below, and could not get leave 
I met her everywhere, at heavy 7 official dinners, at Ben- 
more subscription dances, state balls, picnics, out on 
the fir-clad heights of Mashobra, and at sky races down 
m the grassy valleys of Annandale ; at all the entertain- 
ments, m fact, which make up that mill-wheel round 
of dissipation called’ the Simla Season For once the 
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doors of the Viceregal lodge are open to anyone, all the 
other doors in Simla follow suit, and Standish had 
compassed the fust requisite for Li 7zie, — not that at 
any time it requires much management, for theie is but 
one society in Simla, and that is elastic 

In public Li77ie was always very gracious to me, 
throwing over in my favour many of the lesser stars 
among her admirers , but when we were alone together 
she was embarrassed, ill at ease, and carefully kept the 
conversation off home and home subjects I know not 
whether she was afraid lest I should divulge her 
antecedents, or take her to task, with the licence of an 
old friend, for her present behaviour On the score of 
the former she need have had no fear, but the latter 
I felt sorely tempted to do, and watched anxiously for 
an oppoitunity, which she ne\er ga\e me 

A week or two slipped away One evening, about 
midnight, I staited to walk back from the club to my 
hotel I had been playing whist there pait of the time 
with Standish, who, however, had complained of fever, 
and left early It was a glorious Indian moonlight 
night , the cool night-breeze rustled in the deodars, and 
the sky was flooded with stars, while the nearly full 
moon cast inky shadows It was all so lovely, I felt 
disinclined for bed, and lighting a cigar, strolled along 
the Mall under the rhododendrons Suddenly, round 
an angle in the road, I saw before me a pony waiting at 
the foot of a zig-zag path leading up the hill-side, with 
a sleepy groom lying on the road beside him In an 
instant I recognised the pony as one of Standish’s, the 
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one with the two white stockings I had often seen him 
riding I looked up, and saw Mis Terence’s house 
gleaming white among the trees Before I had time 
for wonder, I heard a sound of voices, and a dark 
mass coming down the path instinctively made me 
slacken my pace The dark mass evolved itself into 
a man and a woman The former stirred up his groom 
with the butt-end of his whip, mounted the pony, and 
cantered off, the latter remained standing bareheaded 
in the moonlight looking after him 

Now was my opportunity I quickened my pace, 
came up behind her, and laid my hand on her shoulder 
“ Lizzie what does this mean ? What would your 
father say ? ” I asked, as sternly as I knew how 
She quailed and shrank before me, and looked 
around as if she would have fled Then suddenly she 
burst into tears 

“ You won’t tell father, will you ? ” she sobbed “ It 
would kill him 1 I know I’m very wicked , but I must 
have excitement, and parties, and frocks, and Percy 
is very fond of me, and he’s a lord’s son, you know ” 

I hesitated for a moment what to do Her tears 
unmanned me I had never seen her cry 

“ Lizzie," I said at last, “ let me save you from your- 
self Let me send you home to your father I will 
pay your passage ” 

“ O no, Lord Archie,” she cried, with a shiver “Not 
home, — I could not bear it Bannicombe is so dull, — 
no dances, no men No, anything but home ” And she 
escaped from me, and fled up the hill 
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The following afternoon, at the Senior Member of 
Council’s w eekly garden-party, I o\ erheard a scrap of 
conv ersation beta een Mrs Commissioner Crabtree and 
Mrs General Backbite 

“ There can be no doubt about it, I should say We 
saw his pony waiting below the house a few' nights ago 
as w r e w'ere going to the Smiths’ dance, and it was still 
there w hen w e returned Looks bad ” 

I turned and saw Sirs Backbite wearing as vindictive 
an expression as ever I saw' on mortal woman’s face, 
and recollecting something I heard about her having 
great hopes last year of catching Standish for her 
daughter, I trembled for Lime 

That very evening I got a telegram saying mv shoot- 
ing part)' m the Terai was awaiting me, and had to 
rush off early the following morning without time to 
say good-bje to Lizzie On emerging from the jungles 
some weeks latei, and returning to civilisation and 
posts, I found mj' Simla letters full of a terrible de- 
nouement 

A garbled story of an anonymous letter sending 
an infuriated husband rushing up from the plains, to 
find a white-stockinged pony waiting on the terrace 
by night a locked door broken open , a fight betw een 
two angry men, and a wretched little wife turned 
neck and crop out of doors — all this came down piece 
meal from my various correspondents, and made my 
heart bleed 

Before I left India the case came into court, and I 
read in the papers that Standish had been mulcted in a 
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heavy sum (I suppose his relations helped him out, 
{or I knew he had not got it), and only by bolting 
home without leave, and jeopardising his commission, 
escaped the two years’ mcalceration which the Indian 
law inflicts on similar offenders 

Of what had become of the erring Lizzie, not one 
syllable reached me 

As a change from the ordinary mail route, I embarked, 
for home in a vessel belonging to one of those foreign 
lines which coast up Italy After the first few days 
when people on board had got over their sea-sickness 
and began to talk, I found much speculation rife as to a 
mysterious and lovely being who occupied a reserved 
cabin, whence she never emerged, and who had all her 
meals brought m to her, though she was not ill I paid 
but little attention to the gossip, knowing how people 
make mountains out of molehills on board ship, for lack 
of anything better to talk about 

One night, however, when we were not far off Aden, 
finding my cabin unbearably hot, I came up again to 
sleep on deck about an hour after turning m Emerging 
on the deck at the top of the companion, I found myself 
face to face with a figure wrapped in a shawl, pacing 
the deck like a caged tigress There was no mistak- 
ing her, though she was worn and haggard, and her 
eyes shone like burning coals 
“ Lizzie 1 ” I exclaimed 

_ She gave a cry, and turned from me , but I held her 
fast 
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" Leave me," she cried “ How can you speak to me 7 
I saw you come on board, and I have been trying to 
ai oid you ” 

“Why should you avoid me, Lizzie?” 1 asked, 
soothingly “ Come and sit dow n and talk to me I am 
an old friend ” 

“ Friend 1 ” she repeated> with a harsh little laugh 
“ I haven’t a friend in the whole world Ever} one shuns 
me , no one speaks to me All because I’ve been found 
out. Ycu can do what you like if only }ou’re not found 
out Percy’s left me, raving at me because he’s lost his 
appointment They’ve taken my boy away from me , 
and you don't suppose Pat will take me back, do yon ? ” 
she added bitterly, with an hysterical little laugh 

I tned to calm her, to induce her to go down below 
to bed, but m vain Then, noticing she was shivering 
in her thin white gown, I offered to go and fetch her a 
warm rug She lookea up at me with something of the 
old pathetic look in her lovely e} es 

“ You were always good to me 1 I wish I had gone 
home when you told me to ” 

It was quite a calm night, the tropical sea like glass , 
yet, just as I dived down the companion, I distinctly 
heard, though I hardly noticed it at the time, a splash 
of water, as if a w ave had dashed against the side of the 
ship Down below lights were out, and it was only 
after some delay I could find my rug in the dark 
When I returned on deck, I was glad to find Lizzie had 
taken my advice, and gone, as the watch explained to 
me m his Italian patois So I turned in too 
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But with the ne\t morning came a terrible hue and 
cry The mysterious lady had disappeared Her cabin 
was empty , her berth unslept m There was but one 
solution of her disappearance namely, the splash I 
had heard In the midnight Indian Ocean I kept 
my own counsel, but it was perhaps with the feeling 
it was best that I had thus seen the last of the erring, 
lovely Lizzie, and that the waters had closed over 
her unhappy career 

“ Mad from life’s historj, 

Glad to death’s mjstery 
Sw lft to be hurl’d 
Anywhere, anywhere, 

Out of the world 
In she plunged boldly ” 

»*■*#•*• 

A few days after I reached England the Turkestan 
war broke out, and among the list of killed in the 
first engagement I read the name of Pat Terence The 
same paper contained the announcement that that 
gallant and distinguished officer, lately on the staff 
cf H E the Commander-in-Chief in India, Major the 
Honourable Percy Standish, had been appointed mili- 
tary secretary to his cousin Sir Benjamin Blazer, the 
new governor of Victoria 

I must leave off now, for Lizzie’s boy, udiom I have 
sent to school, and who always spends part of his holi- 
days with me, is clamouring for me to go out and bowl 
for him 
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conveyance contained the she who was to be the joy of 
our souls at ball, picnic, and ride for the next few 
months by the lake up above 1 

Before midday we are again settled in our canvas 
village as comfortably as if we had been there for a 
week This camp was bounded on one side by a 
luxuriant thicket of bamboos In a rude hut therein 
resided a filthy fakir — ic, religious person — whose 
earthly mission seemed to consist in daily feeding at 
sundown troops of jackals who assembled at his sound- 
ing on the cow-horn This spectacle proved a mild ex- 
citement, for the men who turn out to witness it from 
the everlasting lotto game, or “ house,” the cries of w hich, 
“ one, three, eight, fourteen, house,” &c , had rung out 
unceasingly all the hot hours 

But m the major's tent — where at noon he had dis- 
pensed justice on a mule driver who had given one of 
his beasts a sore back with bad loading, and on a 
Tommy Atkins caught thrashing a villager who had 
dared to demand payment for some liquor — m the 
major’s tent a solemn conclave was held He a w r as real 
Highlander and had sporting instincts, but he was 
nothing to Jones of the 1 14th, who was young and blood- 
thirsty, and yearned to slay beasts not a whit less than 
Smith, a veritable old ” shikarry," who looked upon 
soldiering in India as one long, shooting expedition, 
only that sometimes men were to be stalked and not 
tigers These turn urged on the major with the 
following results — 
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In the Decalogue of the British army in India it is 
written that “ on the seventh day thou shalt not march, 
but shalt halt, polish up thy kit, and do a bit of 
shut-eye” The major being very new to his responsible 
position, and somewhat of a Piesbyterian, was inclined 
to a minute observance of anise and cummm It took 
a little persuasion to get him to decree that halt we 
should, but that the Sabbath should fall on that day 
when we should be encamped at Sahari two marches off, in 
the heart of the Tcrai, a strip of marsh} -forest stretching 
at the foot of the lulls and the sportsman’s paradise 
A further result of the conclave was the despatching 
of a native trooper, the major’s orderly, with a polite 
request to the neighbouring Rajah of Panpore to have 
some elephants wilting for us at Sahari We didn’t 
know much about the Rajah except that he had 
elephants, and had lent them before, and that he resid- 
ed in a metropolis some forty miles off surrounded with 
a cactus hedge, and where they made blue pottcrv 
Civilians might have other views, but to the average 
military mind it is what Rajahs exist for The conclave 
then dispersed, and there wms a general tendency to 
look up rifles and cartridges Young Robinson, just 
from home, sallied out sccictly to try his brand new 
rifle, at the imminent risk of the villagers’ cattle 

Sahari was a camp of evil odour Its very appear- 
ance was malarious, and the sight of the foicst officer’s 
bungalow, perched up on stilts, as it were, to be out of 
the way of the miasma, was enough in itself to make 
one feel feveush However, we all promised ourselves 
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a dose of quinine at bed-time, and then the sight c f the 
Rajah’s elephants tied up in line dispelled every idea 
but that of sport Presently we found we were in 
luck’s way There was a civil engineer in camp hard 
by, building a bridge over a refractory mer He was a 
devoted “shtharry,” and allowed tw'o elephants, which 
were used quite as much for sport «is for their legitimate 
work Then the forest officer himself was roosting 
for a day or turn in his bungalow' perch, and he was 
supposed as a matter of course to know' the where- 
abouts of every tiger and herd of deer in Ins district, 
which was about the sire of an English county That 
is rather the icnsoti cT clt c of forest officers , they are, as 
it were, gamekeepers on a large scale To crown all, 
“kliabar," that is to sa> news, of a tiger itself floated 
mysteriously through the camp Some cow' or other 
had fallen a victim only a night or two before, wnthin 
a mile of the camp Was e\ er such luck as ours ? 
Everyone w'as on the tip-toe of excitement, and joung 
Robinson had fearful nightmares of hand to hand 
combats with the lord of the forest 

It was cold, and raw, and misty, and barely light, 
when our bearer insisted on awaking us next morning , 
but as sooh as we had collected our ideas sufficiently to 
remember the importance of the occasion, w'e turned 
out to a man Outside the tents the huge beasts were 
drawn up in battle array, a patient mahout seated be- 
hind the ears of each The private elephants carried 
neat, if narrow, how'dahs, wherein two men, not over- 
burdened with long legs, might sit with difficulty as m 
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a narrow pew in church But some of the Rajah’s 
elephants had only a pad or mattress, whereon some of 
the youngsters were forced to maintain a precarious 
existence Next came the mounting It was all very 
well for the elephant to he down, but that hardly seemed 
to make any appreciable difference in its height Still 
the howdah towered above us, and ladders there were 
none However, the animal was good enough to make 
a curl in his tail, using which as a foot rest we were able 
to haul ourselves up it on to his back 

Then the procession started Fifteen elephants 
solemnly stalked through the brushwood, and through 
the jungle beyond the camp , crashing under boughs 
which almost swept one off the howdah, fording marshy 
streams, up the muddy fern-clothed banks of which the 
wary beasts would not venture till they had sounded 
them with their trunks and feet After about a mile of 
this we emerged on a clearing in the forest, a patch 
of tall elephant grass some half-mile square Two 
“ stops ” were sent round, one to each corner of the far 
end of the grass, and the rest of the elephants formed 
line to beat down the jungle The two stops carried 
the major with the engineer, and the forest officer with 
Jones We smaller fry mounted on the line elephants 
dived silently into the grass and the beat began 

All that we could see around were the other 
elephants’ ears and their riders’ sun helmets waving 
above the sea of grass Screaming pea-fowl, whirring 
black partridge, quail, hog, and spotted deer fled start- 
led from the covert under our very noses, and were 
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allowed to escape Suddenly, to the motionless watch- 
ers at the other end of the jungle, the grass appeared 
to wave as if from a mass creeping below it A few 
minutes later and a patch of colour flashed on the out- 
skirts of the jungle The nc\t moment the tiger 
himself cautiously sneaked into the open 1 hen w'c m 
the rear heard the sharp reports of two shots When 
we gained the open we found the triumphant major 
afoot measuring his kill and as we crowded round him, 
we of his detachment felt a measure of lus glory fall 
upon us The tiger w'as laid across a pad elephant, 
and carried off into camp 

But the morning was still young, so short and sweet 
had the performance been , so we remounted and beat 
again — for deer, this time The jungle seemed alive 
They bounded out on each side as we crashed along, 
and clicry minute the forest re-echoed with a shot In 
fact, young Robinson on the front of veteran Browm’s 
howdah declared himself deafened for life by the con- 
stant discharge of the latter’s rifle in his very ear Thus 
the morning wore aw r ay, till the sun striking almost 
vertically down through the branches — some of which, 
after the foolish habit of some Indian trees, are shed- 
ding their leaves in the spring — w'arncd us to return to 
camp to tub and breakfast We repeated the perform- 
ance, minus the tiger episode, in the cool of the evening, 
and there w r as much feasting off venison in the men’s 
tents for some days to come 

At dinner we made merry with the forest officer and 
the engineer, who lead such solitary lives, poor fellows, 
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that they were quite uproarious But we must turn 
in early, for reveille will sound to-morrow with the first 
streak of dawn, and three-quarters of an hour later the 
bugle-call to strike tents Nevertheless we pass out 
into the moonlight to ga7e once more on the tawny 
skin of our prize stretched taut on the ground, previous- 
ly to being rubbed with wood ashes to preserve it 
The. major has carefully removed the claws and 
whiskers, or the natives, who regard them as charms, 
would make away with them One more loving 
measurement— for is he not our depot tiger, the legend 
of whose demise will linger around the Convalescent 
Depot for years to come ? — and we turn in to a well- 
earned repose, lulled to rest by the bubbling of the 
camels seated in circles close by ready for the dawm, or 
the far off bay of a pariah and howl of a jackal, or a 
difference of opinion between two mules 
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THERE was a dead silence in the room, broken only 
by the ticking of the clock The master of the house — 
the Rev Theophihis Carr — stood with his back to the 
fireplace, his hands thrust into his trousers’ pockets, and 
his eyes bent on the ground with a stern -set look on his 
face Mrs Carr, a pale, frightened little woman, sat at a 
mall table, nervously trying to do some fancy-work 
which trembled in her hands, and ever and anon stealing 
furtive glances at the others 

The central figure of the group was a good-looking 
young man, smart and well dressed in an irreproachable 
country costume of shooting-coat and knickerbockers 
He had a thin face, perhaps rather worn for his years, a 
slight dark moustache fine eyes, and dark hair already 
prematurely thin on the top He sat nervously drawing 
diagrams on the carpet u'lth his walking-stick, and his 
face wore a worried, harassed look 

Looking out of the window stood Mabel Carr, who 
looked the image of her father She w r as a tall, slight 
girl, with her hands tightly clasped behind her back, 
and a hard-set look on her face just like his, only that 
her lips quivered now and then 
At last Mr Carr broke silence 

“No, Godfrey, much as I like you personally as an 
acquaintance, I can only repeat what I told you when 
you called a week ago I should not feel justified either 
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as a clergyman or a parent m giving my Mabel to a 
joung man of jour antecedents No, don’t mterrupt 
me. I dare say you arc no worse than many, but I look 
for some one better than most for her" And here a 
softer look came over his face as he glanced at his 
daughter “ I must beg, therefore, that >ou consider all 
over between you, and that, for the present at least, all 
acquaintance between us cease" 

Godfrey Allen barcl) heard him out lie sprang to 
his feet, and seized his hat 

11 Well, then, Mr Carr,” he cried bitterly, “ remember 
she would have saved me — me, the son of your oldest 
friend , but now' I tell you I shall just go straight to the 
devil ' ” 

And wuth one look of unutterable longing at Mabel 
he strode to the door and left the room 

Mrs Carr gave a little shocked cry at his last words, 
and a nervous look at her husband 

Mabel didn’t move till she heard the hall door slam , 
then she, too, turned and left the room without a word or 
a look Her father’s eyes followed her sadly to the door , 
then he flung himself down into a chair and took refuge 
in a newspaper, while Mrs Carr began to cry quietly 
As Mabel closed the drawing-room door behind her, a 
slip of a school-girl sister, who had been waiting m the 
hall, ran up to her, and threw her arms round her neck 
“Dear Mabel, is it all over? Is he gone away for 
good ? Oh 1 I know he has ” 

Mabel put her gently aside, and, fleeing upstairs to 
her room, locked the door behind her 
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All the long golden summer afternoon the sunlight 
flickered in and out through the casement, and the bees 
hummed in the jasmine creepers She could hear the 
mowing-machine at work on the lawn, and then the 
hammenng-in of the tennis pegs Anon came the 
shouts of her father and sister over their game Her 
mother knocked hesitatingly at her door, but she gave 
no answer The evening shadows lengthened, the cattle 
lowed in the meadows, the rooks came cawing home 
to the tall trees about the hall Still Mabel lay on her 
bed, her wet face buried in the pillow's, fighting out her 
first hopeless battle with cruel fate At eighteen her life 
seemed darkened for ever 

Presently came Mary, the house maid, (who also had 
a joung man, and was very sympathetic,) with a cup of 
tea, which was declined But she added in a hoarse 
whisper through the keyhole — 

“ \ note from the ’all miss, please” 

Even without the bright half-sovereign Mary had just 
then in her pocket, she, or any of the servants at the 
Hall or the Parsonage, would have done anything to 
help Godfrey and Mabel 

“Put it under the door,” was the reply, and when 
her footsteps had died away down the passage, Mabel 
rose and picked up the note 
" I must see you to say good-bj c to you Meet me 
at seven o’clock at the boat-house — Yours, faithful to 
death — G A ’’ 

The bitterness and anger faded out of Mabel’s face 
as she read these words, and were replaced by a sad, 
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heart-stricken look that was pitiable to see She 
bathed her eyes and smoothed her hair and went down 
to the study Her father was looking out the hymns 
for next Sunday It was choir-practice night, and 
upstairs her mother and Nell were putting on their 
things to go to it 

“ Father,” she said, holding out the letter, “ Godfrey 
wants to say good-bye He won’t come here may I 
go down to meet him at the boat-house? I will come on 
to practice after” 

He looked up at her face, so sad, so worn with the 
struggle, and, noticing the beaten look on it, with all 
the magnanimity of a conqueror he said — 

“Yes, child you may go, but don’t be late for 
practice ” 

Down by the river the shadows were growing dusk 
under the trees The frogs croaked among the banks, 
and bats flew about The skiff lay idle on the water, 
which was ruffled by the evening breeze Over the 
meadow's the mists were rising, and among the light 
bank of clouds to the east a pale light showed where 
the moon soon would rise 

Godfrey was pacing restlessly up and dowm the 
bank When Mabel’s white dress loomed under the 
trees, he w'ent up to her and would have caught her in 
his arms But she drew back, and putting both hands 
in his looked up in his face 

“ Godfrey, I ’ve come as you asked me — to say 
good-bye , don’t make it too hard for me, I can’t 
bear it ” 
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‘ My darling 1 ” he murmured His voice shook, and 
he covered her hand with kisses Then abruptly he 
put her away from him, and began walking up and 
down as restlessly as before 
" Good God 1 ” he exclaimed, “ it is hard that some 
people should have all they want and others nothing 
Up there,” and he pointed to the big house among 
the trees, “my brother has everything he can possibly 
desire , I am of the same stock, with the same bring- 
ing up and education Why should he be rich and 
I a pauper ? And why, just because I am a pauper, 
should I not be allowed to have the only thing I 
want, which would make up for everything else — you ? 
And they talk of the justice of Heaven'” he added 
bitterly 

“ Oh, hush ' ” said Mabel “ Perhaps it is best for 
you, who knows Poor as I am, too, I should only be a 
burden to you, and you’ll perhaps get on better with- 
out me ” 

“ Mabel,” he said earnestly, stopping straight m 
front of her, his hands thrust doggedly into his pockets , 
“you don't know what my life has been when you 
talk like that It was not all my own fault , things 
have gone against me But with you to live for, you to 
work for, I would and could have kept steady and 
straight' And you know it!” And his face lit up 
with a loving smile, and he drew her to him and 
printed one long kiss on her brow 

She drew herself away, but held his hand Look- 
ing up into his face, she said quietly and solemnly — 
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“Yes, Godfrey, I shall always remember how you 
loved me , and I shall never love anybody again as I 
love you God bless you and keep you ' ” And she 
tore herself away and was soon lost to sight under 
the dark trees 

Godfrey stood where she had left him, watching her 
as long as he could see her, while a chill evening breeze 
stole down the river and rustled the branches 

Mabel walked swiftly 01, er the park The sun had 
set, the twilight lay brooding over the land Nature 
seemed in harmony with her sorrow Hurrying over 
the dewy grass, she startled the deer under the trees and 
the owls in the branches, and entered the churchyard 

There were lights in the chancel already, though it 
was stilt summer twilight out of doors A sound of an 
harmonium and voices singing came over to her She 
entered the church quietly by the northern porch 
The nave was almost dark , no one noticed her Echo- 
ing through the empty building came the voices of 
the choir — 

The night is dark, and I am far from home, 

Lead Thou me on 

She knelt down in a seat, and, laying her head on the 
book-rest, sobbed aloud Her life seemed darkened for 
ever Yet she felt so young, and such a long, dreary 
journey seemed to stretch out before her, a journey to 
be trodden without him — 

O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent , till 
The night is gone 

And with the dawn those angel faces smile 

That I have loved long since and lost awhile 
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But he seemed lost for ever Never again would lie 
smile on her It vas all o\cr, this dream of theirs 
No dawn would brighten for her Never again was she 
to hear his voice and see lus eves fixed lovingly upon 
her Fate had come between them This hard, pro- 
saic, worldh ninctecnth-ccntury Fate, which overlooked 
their wild, young love, and onlv thought of £, s d , and 
asked “What ye shall cat, and what \c shall drink, 
and wherewithal shall ye be clothed " 

The music ceased, the children clattered out of the 
chancel, glad to be released The old sexton began 
putting out the lights Then steps came down the 
nave towards her Mabel looked up It was Chris- 
topher Trent, the curate lie stopped in surprise 
“You here, Miss Mabel? I thought you were not 
coming to-night” 

Mabel rose and mov ed towards the door She couldn't 
speak, and was glad it was too dark for him to see her 
face But in the porch he seemed to notice some- 
thing m her manner 

“The others are gone,” he said, “let me see jou 
home You seem quite cold and tired ” For she 
shivered in the evening air ‘You won’t mind my 
coming with you?" he added, with such pleading in 
his look and voice that she must have noticed it, had 
she not been too engrossed with herself, for the honest 
fellow suffered in seeing her suffer 

It was nearlj a month after this that Mabel sum- 
moned up her courage and took the path to the boat- 
house again She haa settled down into the ever} day 
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routine of life But there were dark circles under her 
c\ es, and her check was pale, and she was listless and 
aimless Sweet, gentle, and obedient she had always 
been at home, but her spirits were gone Her parents 
marked all this, and said to each other “She is young, 
let her alone Time will heal all ” 

But her mother shed quiet tears over her sometimes 
Nell never teased her now, and was more than usually 
devoted 

To-day, however, Mabel thought herself strong 
enough to allow' herself the 

Tim tint is almost a pleasure, 

And the pleasure that’s almost a pam, 
of revisiting the spot where she had said good-bye to 
Godfrey But she chose the middle of the day 
Adams, the head gardener at the hall, who had 
known her since she was a baby, was pruning some 
ciecpers about the boat-house She stopped to wish 
him good morning, though inwardly vexed not to have 
the place to herself 

“ Weel, Miss Mabel,” began the old Scotchman, “and 
begging your pardon, there arc sair news fra Lunnon ” 

“ What do you mean, Adams ? ” she asked quickly, 
for she guessed he meant news fiomsome of the Hall 
people now in town 

“ It’s that sorra I am, Miss Mabel, as I dmna ken how 
foi to tell ye Maister Godfrey, indeed * — him as I 

mtnd when he was so high ” 

“ Master Godfrey, well, what of him ? ” and Mabel 
turned sharply and fixed hci eyes on the old man 
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« Yes, Miss Mabel, Master Godfrey Why, ye must 
ha’ heard sooner or later, tho’ I grieve to tell ye He’s 
gone and ’listed for a soldier, the bonme lad 1 ” 

Ihe colour left Mabel’s lips 

“ "1 ell me quick, Adams, how did you hear this , It 
can’t be true 1 ” 

“ Ah 1 and I’d gie a guid deal if it weren’t But come 
straight fra’ Lunnon, fra’ my granddaughter Jessie, the 
lassie as is one of the housemaids at squire’s, ye ken, miss, 
and it’s ower true, it's ower true 1 ” And the old man 
shook his head mournfully “Ye see, miss, when Mais- 
ter Godfrey went away from here so sudden, like a month 
back (and right sorra we were for the cause as made him 
gang awa’, begging yer pardon, Miss Mabel), he went up 
to squire in town And Jessie do say, as squire took on 
finely, and that they had words all along o' debts or 
money or summut o’ the sort, and Maister Godfrey he 
left the house in a rage, and then next day he coom and 
tell the squire as how he’d gone and 'listed for a soldier, 
and squire swore he’d never spake to him again, and 
turned him out of the house Ah ' they twa lads, as I 
mind them, how they picked my flowers and stole my 
peaches That they should ha’ come to this * ” 

But Mabel had turned away, her hand clasped to her 
side, as if her heart would break 

Some weeks later, one grey morning in early autumn, 
with a tinge of winter rawness already in the air, Mabel 
and her sister were taking their daily constitutional along 
the dreary uninteresting turnpike road which ran between 
the fields and hedgerows of a flat agricultural landscape, 
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At the same time, in a busy southern seaport, a large 
white Indian troopship was getting up steam to leave 
the dockyard The blue-peter flew at her masthead, 
and the broad gangway which connected her second 
deck with the jetty had already been withdrawn and re- 
placed by a narroiv plank The poop w r as cohered with 
officers in uniform, and a sprinkling of ladies and naval 
officers The other parts of the ship su'armcd with 
troops already, mostly in their rough, sea-going sailor- 
hkc kit 

They crou'ded the ropes, the deck-houses, and looked 
out of the port-holes 

Below on the jetty were groups of spectators and 
officials The order had already been given for all for 
shore to leave the ship, and one after another tearful 
little parties had reluctantly come down the plank, and 
placed themselves on some point of vantage on the 
jetty, where they were still within shouting, or at allevents 
within distinguishing, distance of their friends on board 

At last, however, e\ cn tiic small plank was removed 
the great hawsers w Inch tied the ship to her moorings 
loosened, the last sailor jumped on board, and with a 
convulsive jerk of her screw the huge vessel began to 
move 

Then from all the hundred throats on board, first low 
and husky, and then swelling all over the vast dockyard, 
even to the town beyond, rose a true British cheer, which 
dimmed many men’s eves and made the women cry 

But Godfrey Allen, hardly recognisable in the rough 
blue serge suit and stocking cap of a private soldier, 
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neither waved adieu to friends ashore nor joined m the 
cheer There were doubtless many men on board who 
were leaving their mother-country under various circum- 
stances of trouble, disappointment, and even crime, but 
none with half the bitterness that rankled in his heart 
* * * * 

A year passed, and brought about great changes at 
Beeston Rectory Mabel was leaving for ever The 
stern, propd father has been suddenly struck down in 
a fit, and the crushed widow and her daughters had, 
after the sad lot of clergy-folk to seek another house 
It was now their last evening at the old Rectory 

Mabel, quiet and self-contained, but having within her 
an aching heart, had been her last round in the village 
She had bidden good-bye to the poor people who had 
known her all her life, and amongst whom her father had 
toiled for so many years She had knelt for the last 
time in the old chuich where she had been baptised, con- 
firmed, and where she had once dreamt of being married 
Then she had stood awhile at her father’s grav e, sad but 
quiet, with no other feeling than that of affection to the 
parent who lay there Doubtless he had been hard and 
stern to her, but in many ways she was like him, and 
he had through it all been very fond and proud of his 
handsome daughter, and now all misunderstandings 
and hard thoughts w ere utterly forgotten 

Then came her last pilgrimage to the boat-house It 
was getting dark as it had been on that never-to-be-for- 
gotten night — one little year ago 
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The Hall was shut up again the great rows of win- 
dows, with the white blinds drawn down, seemed to stare 
coldly at her as she passed She sat down on the rustic 
seat The river flowed on sluggishly, just as it had done 
that night, and the breeze came up chill across the 
meadows But Godfrey ? Where was he ? All these 
months, no news, no sign, no word of him And so it 
was to be always, all through life 1 Her life was quiet 
and uneventful, and he had filled it up She had not 
yet learnt to live without him 

She was not long alone A figure in a wideawake and 
a long coat came to her over the grass It was Chris- 
topher Trent, the curate, come to feel his way, with the 
love-light that she would not notice shining in his eyes 
“ Miss Mabel,” he began humbly, “ I followed you 
here to get a quiet word with you, which I couldn’t do 
in the house You don’t mind, I hope ? ” 

She gave no answer She would not helo him. 
Perhaps she hardly even heard what he said , her 
thoughts were so far away 

“ What I wanted to say,” he went on, “ is only this 
I want to ask you to be kind enough to look upon 
me as a friend ” 

“ Mr Trent,” she said, "you’ve been that to us more 
than ever during the last few weeks I don’t know what 
we should have done without you,” she added wearily 
“ Oh 1 but,” he pleaded, " I want to be a friend to 
you specially You are left quite alone m the world 
you have a great charge in your mother and sister, and 
you have a great deal to bear I ask nothing more 
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than for you to look to me for any help I can give you 
— to treat me really as a friend ” 

A light seemed to dawn upon her She looked at 
him sweetly, and pressed his hand 

“ I will, indeed,” she said frankly “ I never had 
a brother, but you shall be to me as a brother would 
have been ” 

Christopher sighed 

They walked home together silently At the garden 
gate Nell met them 

“ Oh 1 Mab, I’m so glad you’ve come in I can do 
nothing with mother She won’t touch her tea, and 
you know she’s hardly eaten anything to-day, and she’ll 
be ill if she goes on like this ” 

* * * * 

The Carrs settled themselves at a northern water- 
ing place, with rows of terraces and crescents, an 
esplanade, a pic, plenty of bathing-machines, and a 
regiment quartered up at the fort Starcombe con- 
sidered itself quite a first-class place The Carrs were 
not poor, but not very well ofT There was no necessity 
for the girls to do anything but amuse themselves, 
unless they liked, and Nell, who was growing up a very 
pretty girl, asked for nothing better The girls in 
Starcombe divided their attentions between the curates 
at the ultra-high church down in the town and the officers 
up at the fort, and had rather a good time of it But 
Mabel missed her quiet village life and her father, and 
Christopher Trent, and the poor, and the many in- 
terests in life she had at Beeston, and could not lne 
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only for flitting and dressing Also, in a corner of her 
heart, she nursed Godfrey Allen still Life seemed 
grey and dim, and she felt old and sad and dull beyond 
her years 

Yet another twelvemonth past, and Nell married a 
nice young fellow in the regiment at the fort Christopher 
Trent married them He ever hovered about the Carr 
family Then Nell and her husband sailed aw ay to India, 
and for a long six months of a dull dreary winter Mabel 
w'as the companion of her invalid mother, who was fast 
fading away — weakly and vaguely as she had done 
everything else through life 

Christopher Trent w’as a true friend at this time 
His little visits formed the only cheerful break m 
Mabel's monotonous existence, and the sick woman de- 
lighted m him 

At last one morning, when she had sent Mabel out 
for a walk, Mrs Carr spoke to him and drew from him the 
secret he thought he kept so well hidden 

“ I can’t last much longer," she said, “ and I shall 
die happy if I can leave Mabel with >ou She has 
been a good daughter to me, and y ou dcserv c that she 
should be as good a wife to you There was that non- 
sense about young Allen a long time ago, but her 
father was very firm and wise, and she has forgotten all 
about him now There has never been any one else 
she is not so attractive as Nell was ” 

" It has been the one w ish of my life," sighed 
Christopher , “but it must rest entirely with her” 
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Presently Mabel came m, with a bright colour from 
her walk on the cliff in the east wind Her mother 
took her hand, and drew her down beside her sofa 

“Mabel,” she said, “here’s Christopher Trent, weary 
with waiting, like Jacob Won’t jou sa\ jes to him 
and let me die in peace ?” 

Mabel raised her eyes — those deep true eyes which 
always spoke her thoughts 

“Christopher, I must have a few words alone with 
you first ” 

They went out again into the esplanade People 
had mostly gone into lunch there was no one about 
but the boat-men and the fly-men and the goat-chaise 
boys, and the goats and the fij -horses were eating their 
lunch too 

Christopher began "I won’t say much, Mabel, 
you know all I could say , I feel you do But P\ e the 
offer of a living down in the East-end, a bad part of 
the town, with plenty of work, needing brave hearts 
and busy hands Will you come and help me? I 
know it is what you w'ould like It is a noble sphere 
open for your energies, and, as for me, there is no other 
helpmate m the world I would choose” 

They took a turn in silence, and then she stopped 
Short and looked him full in the facU 

“Christopher, you knew all about Godfrey Allen, 
but yoU may have forgotten — I can’t forget I never 
shall For all I know, he may be dead, but his memory 
will never be -dead to me TSfo one can ever be to me 
w'hat he was.-” 
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Christopher bowed his head “ I know all,” he said, 
“ and I would not wish you to forget I am content 
with you as you are ” 

‘‘Dear, noble soul,” she answered, putting her hand 
in his “ Then you must take me as I am ” 

Not long after the invalid faded away, one bright 
spring morning, when the east wind was blowing down 
the cliff, and the sea shimmering in the treacherous 
sunny glare 

A sultry June day in the soldiers’ recreation -room 
of the 30th Hussars at Paltanpore A burning wind 
blowing across barracks, with a breath like a furnace 
blast Inside, thanks to the punkahs and the “ kuskas 
tatties,” screens in the doorways kept constantly wet, and 
through which the hot wind blew cool, the glass is only 
ninety-eight degrees A few men in white drill uniform 
lounging about One was seated at a table idly turning 
over an English paper, and reads as follows — 

***** 

‘ On the — th May, at St Stephen’s, Starcombe j 
by the Rev David Carr, uncle of the bride, the Rev, 
Christopher Trent, vicar of St Estaphe’s in the East, 
to Mabel, elder daughter of the late Rev Theophilus 
Carr, rector of Beeston, Berkshire.” 

The reader stares at the notice vacantly, then starts 
up like a madman, with a muttered oath 

That night he makes a beast of himself in the bazaar, 
and is taken up by the picket mad drunk and finds him- 
self presently lodged m the cells for ninety-six hours , 
* * * * * 

C , M G 13 
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The summer saw Mabel settled at St Estaphe’s in 
the East, m a little dreary house m a dull little square, 
an oasis of respectability among the surrounding desert 
of squalor and misery All the gay world was out of 
town The pavement was baking under the sun of a 
very hot August, and the world of brick and mortar 
seemed like a furnace to our country mouse But 
Mabel was happy, happier perhaps, than she had ever 
been since that fateful evening by the boat-house She 
was very busy' The parishioners of St Estaphe’s never 
went out of town, and the harvest was very plentiful 
and the labourers very few She worked among a 
population for whom there is no “season,” and with 
whom care and want are ever at home 

But they gradually' got to know her, and some of 
them to love her A glimpse of the tall, graceful figure 
in its sober dress passing down some squalid court sent 
a thrill to many' a care-laden heart that had almost 
forgotten how to feel pleased with anything but drmk, 
while a look from those sweet ey'es of hers brought 
comfort to many a sorrow-crushed heart that had 
ceased to expect any' And so on through the winter 
and through another summer Not much time for 
thought or for looking back into the closed chapter of 
might-have-beens of the past 

One autumn evening Christopher Trent mounted his 
doorsteps, put his latchkey into his front door, opened 
it, and walked with a step that was very weary into the 
dining-room, where Mabel stood at the urn, and high 
tea was spread on the table 
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He threw himself into a chair tired out She brought 
him his slippers and a cup of tea She stroked his 
thin hair, already plentifully streaked with grey, with 
a sweet smile that cheered him 

“ My wife,” he murmured, holding her hand, " what 
should I do without you ? ” Then he roused himself 
“That’s a bad case of fever among the O’Learys 
down in Crumble Alley I’m afraid it’s typhus They 
sent for me from the night-school It’s the eldest boy 
that’s down, and the mother was like a mad creature I 
promised I’d go back there this evening, for I managed 
to soothe them both a little ” 

« You must have something to eat first,” was all her 

answer 

Within three weeks Christopher Trent had caught 
the fever from the Irish boy, and lay on his deathbed 
His life, so nobly sacrificed, was ebbing fast His last 
thoughts, his last words, were for his poor people , he 
grudged leaving them so, they needed him so sorely 
still But his last look, as a smile of heavenly peace- 
fulness which had its origin in things unseen, overspread 

his dying face, was for Mabel 

* * * * * 

The 1 st of January in India, Empress Day On the 
brigade parade ground at Paltanpore all the troops are 
drawn up for the usual review The General, Sir Harry 
Blague, of Mutiny renown, a handsome soldierly figure, 
with iron-grey moustache and close-cropped grey hair, 
rides down the line with his staff First, he passed the 
horse artillery, a chestnut battery, very smart Then came 
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the 30th Hussars, the crackest cavalry corps in India 
They have an Irish earl for their adjutant, and a sprink- 
ling of scions of aristocracy among the officers, though 
the present colonel is onlj Wilking, son of the great 
furnishing firm Indeed, they look a smart set of men 
in their dark tunics with yellow froggmgs, and the brass 
spikes of the white helmets glittering in the sun, while 
the horses champ at their bits Then the general 
moves on down the line, inspecting the field artillery, an 
English infantry regiment in scarlet standing like a wall, 
and then a couple of native infantry corps in scarlet, 
with gay pugrees, looking most workmanlike 

Facing the line, gathered about the saluting post, 
where the royal standard floats aloft, is a mass of 
spectators in carriages, on horseback, and the natives in 
gay little canopied country carts At intervals, keeping 
back the crow d, stand erect and motionless troopers of 
the 30th Hussars 

Behind one of these is a carriage, and from its 

occupants proceeds the follow ing com ersation 

“Who’s the tall woman on the chestnut Arab by the 
flagstaff? ” 

“ Oh ' don’t you know% that is the good-looking 
widow just out from home — Mrs Trent, I think, her 
name i-> 1 ” 

“ Oh 1 yes, I know , she’s the pretty Mrs Fielding’s 
sister in the 120th That’* the General’s Arab she’s 
riding They say he’s very much smitten with her 1 ” 
The trooper in front, standing like a statue, strained 
his ears to catch all this His cheeks paled for a moment 
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under their tan, and his eyes eagerly sought out the 
object of their remarks, and rest long upon her 

He was only Private Godfrey, nothing more, and 
never would be anything more He was evidently 
a gentleman by education , there were many such in 
the ranks of the 30th Hussars When he first joined 
some years before, his captain, as usual, tried to give 
him a helping hand But he was a disappointing man, 
strangely reserved and unsociable with his comrades, 
and with no wish to raise himself From time to time 
he would break out into fits of wildness which would 
keep him back from the promotion he otheiwise would 
naturally have obtained There was no depending 
on him Of course with his education he might have 
become a clerk had he chosen, and worked up in that 
line But he seemed to have no incentive for getting 
on at all, though he was a good rider and a smart 
soldier if he chose So finally they let him alone, and 
there he stuck, a private 

The General now returned to the centre of the long 
line, which stretched away on the dusty sandy plain 
The troops presented arms and carried swords in a 
general salute, while the band, massed m the centre, 
played “ God save the Queen ” 

Then the heavy guns boomed out so many rounds, 
and were followed by the feature of the day, the feu 
de joie All along the infantry line flashes of smoke 
pointed skywards, followed by the sharp report, rush 
with the utmost precision up the front rank, and then 
back again down the rear rank 



INDIAN IDYLLS 


198 

The chestnut Arab which carries Mabel Trent does 
dot understand all this at all He is very fresh, and 
starts, plunges, and backs At the second feu de joi& 
he twists round and round in terror, but when the 
whole mass of troops take off their helmets, and nave 
them, giving three cheers for the Empress, it is too 
much for him He lowers his head, kicks out, and 
bolts an ay from the dreaded sight, scattering the crowd 
before him His first kick-up unseats Mabel, but her 
habit catches in the pommel and she is dragged along 
head downwards, a terrifying sight 1 

But as the Arab nears where Pm ate Godfrey is 
keeping the ground, the latter dexterously gets in his 
nay, and arrests his course. Then, watching his op- 
portunity, gets alongside and seizes the bridle Fling- 
ing himself from his own horse he frees Mabel, bruised 
and cut, and lajs her on the ground A crowd of 
friends and doctors, and help in general, close round 
her, v'hile he remounts his horse and falls back into 
his place again 

To everyone’s surprise Sir Harry Blague stops the 
parade till he has seen Mabel carried away home under 
proper care and ascertained that she is not senously hurt 

After the march past is o\ er the regiments file away 
back to barracks An aide-de-camp gallops up to 
Colonel Wilkins, w r ho calls up the Adjutant “The 
General w ants to know w ho stopped Mrs Trent’s horse ? ” 

Pm ate Godfrey makes no sign, and they are unable 
to find out ivho it is, till, at the stable-hour which 
follows, a comrade divulges 
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Colonel Wilkins sent the name up with these com- 
ments — 

“ A queer character, very reserved and morose, 
supposed to be a gentleman, but no good, most un- 
trustworthy ” 

The name of the trooper who had saved her life 
came, of course, to Mabel’s ears It struck her ear 
familiarly Was it possible it could be he? She 
reflected for a moment If it was he would make 
some sign She sent word to offer him a reward for 
his presence of mind But it was declined with thanks 
He would not come to receive it It could not, then 
be he Also, Colonel Wilkins's account of Private 
Godfrey hardly suited the bright, high-spirited Godfrey 
Allen she had known and loved 

Weeks rolled on Sir Harry Blague’s attentions 
became more and more marked Mabel dreaded every 
day that he would declare himself, and put an end to 
the pleasant friendship between them, for she sincerely 
liked the gallant old soldier 

Mabel’s life at Paltanpore was not unhappy She 
was a great help to her sister, worried with many ba- 
bies, small means, and bad health, and no longer pretty 
and gay The women and children of her brother-in- 
law’s regiment found in her also a kind, sympathising 
friend, as they battled with the climate and exile and 
temptation The small world of Paltanpore liked her 
too, for she was never given to unchantableness and 
scandal-mongering, and her large heart sympathised 
with all 
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One day another big; parade This time a sham 
fight Mabel viewed the mimic fray, riding about with 
the General and his staff, mounted tins time on a 
thoroughly reliable pony The feature of the day was 
a charge by the 30th Hussars, in which a soldier was 
thrown by his horse coming down in a hole, ridden 
over, and badly hurt 

That evening about dinner-time came the message 
Mabel had waited for all these years It came at last 
Private Godfrey, the soldier who had been fatally 
hurt that morning, was dying, and had got permission 
for Mrs Trent to come and see him 

She drove at once down to the hospital under a 
bright full-moon, which silvered the white dusty road and 
cast inky shadow's A moon you could see to read by 
A long, bare, white-washed room, the many doors 
open admitting the e\ emng breeze, for the weather w'as 
already getting hot Native hospital attendants in blue 
and red pugrees glided about w ith bare feet An hospital 
sergeant in uniform led her to a small room on one side, 
where a dim lamp enabled her to see the figure lying 
on the narrow' bed, and the face tossing on the pillow’ 
Would she have recognised it? Had she not 
guessed it was he ? Hardly, perhaps It was so worn 
and tanned, and the hair so thin and gnzzled Only 
the eyes as they opened now’ and then w’ere the same 
“I don’t think he’ll last the night,” said the 
apothecary to her as he came his round The place 
was \ery quiet A couple of orderlies from the dying 
man’s own regiment waited about in attendance on him 
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But he was no special chum or favourite with anyone, 
and they seemed merely to look upon their presence 
there as a matter of duty 

Mabel knelt down by the bedside, resting her hands 
on the coarse brown blanket Did he know her ? He 
seemed so restless , in such pain But nothing could be 
done for him that had not been done She took his hand, 
already growing clammy, and called him softly by name 
This seemed to rouse him , his eyes assumed a sensible 
look, and rested long upon her Then a smile spread 
over the weary face, and he tried to speak, and with a 
great effort he said, “ Mabel 1 At last ' ” 

After that he seemed quieter, but gradually sinking 
All through the night she sat by his bed, wiping his 
brow, moistening his lips, and holding his hand If she 
let go her hold he seemed to search for her 

One hour after another was struck on the gong at the 
guard-room in barracks, and the sentry’s challenge of 
Twelve o’clock, and all’s well * ” was caught up and re- 
peated hourly in the still night Pariah dogs bayed at 
the moon, and the jackal’s chorus — 

Lite crying babe or beaten hound, 

or, as Byron has it — 

Like sound of midnight revelrj , 

echoed weirdly from some deserted spots The moon- 
light flooding one verandah, travelled gradually round 
the building, and came m at the opposite one 

It was getting near morning Already a faint grey 
streak showed in the east, and the inevitable crows were 
awake and beginning to caw in the trees 
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Suddenly Godfrey roused himself again A look 
came over him of his own self so many years ago The 
fine eyes turned on Mabel with their old fire Bending 
down to catch his words, his voice, though weak, seemed 
to her to have its old ring 

“ I've spent a wasted life, Mabel, but Ihcbccn true to 

you Faithful to death — good-bye — kiss me — Mab- •” 

It was the last flicker Even as she pressed her lips 
on lus there was a faint sigh and the once strong hand 
relaxed its grasp of hers Then some one came and led 
her aw'ay 

The next evening at sunset a funeral party entered 
the military cemetery of Paltanpore 

An Indian graveyaid is not a lovely spot Four high 
whitewashed walls keep out the jackals Inside on one 
side are a crowd of monuments, on the other rows of 
nameless graves Straight walls bisect the square, bor- 
dered with dusty, stunted shrubs, a few- mango or cy- 
press trees where the crows caw Whether or not the 
place is well kept and eared for depends entirely on the 
chaplains, and they come and go Here are no loving 
friends always living close at hand to wander in with 
sweet memorial flowers For most of the dead have 
been laid here by strangers, and no eye that once loved 
them will ever look upon their graves 

Outside the gate stops the gun-carriage, with its 
six artillery horses and riders The band ceases the 
“Dead March in Saul,” to which the long procession 
had slowly paced from the hospital The couple of 
officers belonging to the dead man’s troop, who vote the 
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whole thing a bore and want to be off to polo, stand 
chatting, while the plain coffin covered with the Union 
Jack, with the sword and helmet of the deceased upon 
it, is lifted down and borne upon the shoulders of six 
comrades Outside the gate, too, waits “ the master- 
less steed,” which has been led behind the coffin with 
the jack-boots reversed in the stirrups The chaplain 
comes to meet the cortege It is a sickly year in 
Paltanpore, and he has many funerals He hurries over 
the service as he leads the way to one of the two graves 
always kept ready and open in every Indian cemetery 
Behind the coffin follow the troop in full dress, and on 
one side the grave the firing party range themselves 
A tall woman’s figure in black is hidden behind a tree 
not far off She hears the chaplain’s voice gabbling the 
service, through the short Indian twilight which is 
already falling Then the sharp report of a volley of 
carbines startles the rooks who are going to bed Then 
the band strikes up a few bars of the “ Resurrection,” 
then another volley rends the air, a few more bars, and a 
final volley And then the whole of the grand old air 
rings out its message of hope and peace Mabel’s eyes 
look up to the dark blue vault overhead, where the stars 
are beginning to twinkle, and feels that indeed yet 
another reveille trumpet call will sound again for her 
soldier and herself She stands there yet awhile, musing 
mournfully, but tearlessly Women, like her, who have 
suffered much, have exhausted their tears 

Presently outside the cemetery she hears the band 
striking up again, but this time some merry popular 
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air, which jars upon her The released officers gallop 
off, and Private Godfrey is as good as forgotten 
Mabel lays a large white cross of roses on the grave 
which two half-naked natives have just finished filling 
m, and then turns to walk home up the nov moonlit 
Mall 

Presently she hears a horse canter up behind her and 
stop The General jumps down and gives it to the 
native groom 

“Good evening, Mrs Trent I met jour carriage 
going home just now, and the) told inc that I should 
find you walking here I am so glad to have the 
opportunity' of speaking to jou alone It is what I 
have been lool ing for for so long” 

She gave a gasp as if in pain The man did, indeed, 
pain her by speaking to her iwxo, and it pained her, too, 
to have to give him pain 

“I am a batlcred-about old fellow,” he continued, 
“and you are jet young and lovely I feel it is 
presumptuous for me to dare to speak to you at all 
But I want to offer y ou my' heart with all the devotion 
a younger man could possibly feel, and to entreat you 
to make the remainder of my' life happy' 1 have never 
eared for any woman before, or thought of any as I 
think of you,” he added softly 
“ But you care for me, I feel you do Then listen to 
my story',” she replied, turning round upon him And, 
standing there in the moonlight with her sweet eyes 
fixed earnestly upon him, she told him all As she 
proceeded, the fine old grey head, which had alvvaj's 
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been held so high before all the world, bent lower and 
lower in despair, and the steady hands nervously drew 
patterns with the cane in the dust 
When she had ended, the old soldier raised her hand 

reverently to his lips, and left her in silence 
* * * * 

Far away from the lonely, nameless grave at Paltan- 
pore one of the most devoted of the zealous sisterhood 
of St Estaphe’s, in the East, is Sister Mabel, toiling 
on — 

O’er moor, o’er fen, o’er crag, o’er torrent, till 
The night is gone , 

And with the dawn those angel faces smile 
That I hare loved long since and lost awhile 



THE HAUNTED BUNGALOW 
A Sto/y founded on Fact 

Colonel Rylstone was one of the best-known and 
most popular men in Blankshire Every winter he 
rame down to a little hunting-box m the centre of the 
best part of the country, and no one rode harder or was 
more genial and cheery in the hunting-field Every 
autumn he had a moor in Scotland, and three or four 
Blankshire men were sure to be among the succession 
of guns he entertained there Yet Rylstone, with all his 
popularity, was the despair of the mammas of Blankshire 
who possessed marriageable daughters Still in the 
prime of life, good-looking, well off, and good-tempered, 
he seemed only to need a wufe to make him quite per- 
fect But he appeared absolutely impervious to the 
charms of the Blankshire maidens He would fill his 
little house with nice men for the hunt ball in the winter, 
and be profuse with theatre dinners and Hurlingham and 
Sandown tickets to his Blankshire friends who came up in 
the season But thus far he w r ould go, and no further , 
and Blankshire matrons heaved sighs of despair when 
they spoke of him Why on earth didn’t he marry ? 

One August, when all the gay world is at Cow r es or 
Romburg, I happened to find myself down at Dressing- 
ton-by-the-Sea from Saturday till Monday Everyone 
know's what Dressington is like the first week m August , 
elaborately got-up Jewesses with foolish Gentile youths 
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in tow , overdressed Gentile maidens, who have tempo- 
rarily ensnared Jewish youth — short, swarthy, and irre- 
proachably got-up, oozing money from every pore 
Among such a horde on the parade, after church, I was 
amazed to run against Colonel Rylstone, of all men 
under the sun , and Colonel Rylstone walking by the 
side of a bath-chair ' 

Now, the bath-chair contained neither an aged relative 
likely to pop off suddenly with the gout nor a pretty 
and interesting invalid In it sat a man whose age 
would be difficult to define His face looked young, 
though his hair and moustache were perfectly white 
His eye was vacant and lack-lustre, his expression utter- 
ly vague and meaningless, and his face was contorted 
eveiy few moments by a terrible twitch A more dis- 
tressing object could hardly be seen 

Colonel Rylstone’s greeting was cheery and cordial, but 
he followed it up by no invitation to come and look him 
up at his hotel or to dine with him It was by a mere 
accident I found he was staying at The Grand, where I 
was, and even then I could see nothing of him He 
was in constant attendance on the shattered wreck of 
humanity in the bath-chair He ate with him, sat with 
him, walked with him, and it was only, I piesume, after he 
had seen him put to bed by his male attendant that the 
Colonel turned up late in the smoking-room He drew 
a chair up to mine, and lit a cigar, with a worn — distress- 
ed look on his face, very foreign to his usual expression 

“You look tired, Rylstone,” said I “Down here on 
duty, I suppose ? ” 
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“Yes, indeed, on duty — a most painful, distressing' 
duty, one which darkens my whole life, or rather the 
original cause of it does Did you see that poor fellow 
m the chair ? ” 

“ I did, indeed ” 

“ Well, some twenty years ago he was the crack subal- 
tern of my old corps, the Crimson Cuirassiers, and 
a better fellow, a smarter soldier, and a finer rider you 
couldn’t find in all the three Presidencies We were 
quartered in India then, at Punkahpore ” 

“ His head seems affected now How did it happen ? 
Drink ? ” 

“ Never met a soberer fellow than Alan Ardshiel No, 
it was a joke a blackguardly practical joke I’ll tell you 
about it if you like If you thoughtless young fellows 
with your chaff and your practical jokes were to take a 
lesson from it, it might do some good ” 

Rylstone in a moralising mood was something so new 
to me that it was with some curiosity I prepared to hear 
his story, while he poured himself out a preliminary 
whisky-and-soda 

“Punkahpore was not a lively station as regards 
society,” began the Colonel “ There were plenty of black- 
buck to shoot and pig to stick, but not many ladies to 
flirt with The ‘Crimsons’ were not a very much 
married corps The Colonel’s wife was in England, and 
the Major’s too much occupied with her babies to be 
interesting socially The Commissioner’s wife was fat and 
pompous, and the Police-officer’s decidedly ‘touched with 
the tar-brush,’ as we say m the East So there was much 
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rejoicing amongst us youngsters when Alice Thornlcgh, 
the doctor’s daughter, came out to him from her school 
at home She was just eighteen, and such a pretty girl 
with a fresh pcach-hhe complexion and gold-brown hair, 
a ‘sight for s.ireen’ to us, sick of the pasty-faced 
beauties of the East , and she was so deliciously fresh 
to everything, so overflow ing w ith spirits and fun, that she 
seemed to breathe fresh life into the social languor and 
stagnation of Punhahpore 

“Of course all we subalterns fell in love with her at 
once For the space of about a month she retained a 
paramount place in all our affections, and we all hated 
and all were jealous each of the other But, after that 
time, is is the manner of healthy British boys, soldiering, 
sport, and cricket resumed their natural sway over us. 
But not over all On three of us Miss Thornlcgh had 
made a more durable impression Charley Chiverton 
was one the senior subaltern, a dark-browed, rather 
morose fellow, given to bullying at school, fellows who 
had been until him at Eton said, and certainly not popular 
in the regiment Nobody ever went, in any scrape or 
difficulty, to Chiverton for help No one ever appealed 
to him to do a turn of duty or a guard for him , for 
Chiverton would certainly have found some excuse for 
declining assistance But he was a good-looking fellow 
enough, and for a while Miss Thornlcgh seemed to admire 
his dark, inscrutable eyes, and rode and walked with him 
a good deal, and chose him on her side for croquet 

“ Alan Ardshicl was quite as much devoted to th° 
pretty Alice as Chiverton, but, unlike Chiverton, be did 
C , M G. 14 
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not attempt to conceal it His was a sunny, frank nature, 
and he was too palpably happy m her society, too 
evidently wretched away from her presence, for his 
• penchant ’ not to be known all over barracks 

“Ardshiel was my great chum , we always did every- 
thing together, and shared a bungalow If it had been 
anyone but he, I might, perhaps, have taken a more pro- 
minent position in the race for Miss Thornlegh’s favour 
But how could I find it in my heart to compete against 
old Alan? And then, one evening, I found out quite by 
accident that it would have been perfectly useless, for he 
was first favourite 

“We had been to a moonlight pic-mc, to the rums of the 
Dilhusha, a ruined palace a few miles away from Punkah- 
pore We had the table placed on the stone terrace, the 
flags of which were crumbling and splitting, and w’ere 
the noontide haunt of lizards The regimental band 
played from a shaky stand in the quaint, formal garden, 
a mass of weeds and creepers The glorious tropica] 
moonlight flooded the whole scene, making every thing 
as clear as day, and the old oalace stood out as if built 
of marble instead of stucco 

"After dinner, as we sat smoking on the terrace, 
I discovered Miss Thornlegh was missing, and the ques- 
tion vas with whom, for Chiverton and Ardshiel had 
likewise vanished I considered it my duty to ascertain 
with which she was walking round the weed-grown 
paths If it was with my chum, nothing should in- 
duce me to spoil sport But if it was with Chiverton 
— well, then — 
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,l The shadows that the brilliant moonlight cast under 
the orange and mango trees, and over the stagnant green 
water in the stone-edged tanks, were black as ink I 
lit a cigarette, and wandered on my search The 
crickets whirred in the branches overhead, the disturbed 
frogs splashed in the water, as I passed by , the distant 
bay of a pariah dog, or howl of a jackal, echoed over the 
plain Then there came a low murmur of voices Two 
people were whispering, their heads very close together, 
and across the tank, on a stone bench, I dimly discerned 
two figures in the shadow The next moment I recog- 
nised their voices It was Ardshiel and Alice Never 
mind what they were saying, my boy Very much what 
you and I would say under the same circumstances to 
the girl we loved, I fancy It was enough for me, and 
I turned away, very sick at heart As I did so, Chiver- 
ton stepped out of the shadow not many yards ahead of 
me I saw hts face as he crossed a patch of moonlight, 
and a more evil expression I never beheld He must 
have overheard Alice and Ardshiel’s conversation as 
plainly as I had 

“ I went back to my bungalow I had no heart for the 
pic-mc now, the chatter Of the party would be intolerable 
Chiverton’s bungalow was next to ours, and he must 
have come back soon after I did, and have had an alter- 
cation about something with one of his servants, for I 
heard sounds of angry voices, much bad Hindoostanee, 
and worse language, accompanied by the yells of the 
wretched domestic who was being chastised The man 
went to hospital next morning, sick 
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« Ardshiel returned very late, and m exuberant spirits 
He came into my room and wanted to talk But I pre- 
tended to be asleep 

“The following afternoon Mrs Thomlegh and the 
doctor had a croquet party on the carefully tended bit 
of lawn in front of their bungalow, which had to be 
irrigated every night by little runnels from the well, to 
be kept green at all I did not play, but took a melan- 
choly pleasure in watching the way in which Chiverton 
with the whity-brown wife of the police-officer on his side, 
mercilessly croqueted Ardshiel, who was playing with 
Miss Thornlegh After the game we all sat in the veran- 
dah and discussed cigars and pegs, m the short Indian 
twilight Somehow or other, by one of those unaccount- 
able freaks of fate which so often seriously affect our 
lives, the conversation fell on ghosts and ghost stones 
"‘India’s not a bit ghostly or weird,’ remarked Miss 
Alice ‘ I don’t believe there’s such a thing as a real, 
proper, blood-curdling ghost m all the countiy’ 

‘“Neither do 1/ echoed Ardshiel, who would have 
agreed with her if she had sworn black was w’hite * I 
never heard of an Indian ghost’ 

“‘O, but I have,’ put m the Commissioner’s wife, a 
fat lady who considered herself of great local importance, 
and had a many years’ experience of the countiy ‘Why 
m this \ ery station there’s one ’ 

“ ‘ Indeed ? ’ 

“ ‘ Where ? ’ 

“‘What?’ 

“ ‘ Do tell ' ’ cried everybody at once 
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" Mrs Postlethivaite was only too delighted to air her 
knowledge She nodded sagely 

“ ‘ Well, and indeed, I’ve always been told that that 
big old bungalow, next to the Native Infantry lines, is 
haunted ’ 

“ ‘ What by ? What kind of ghost ? Black or 
white ? ’ 

‘“O Mrs Postlethwaite, how awfully interesting'’ 
added Alice Thornlegh 

“ ‘ Haunted by many ghosts,’ pursued the great lady, 
‘ I’ve always heard say, ever since my husband the Com- 
missioner first came to this district There was a mas- 
sacre of European women and children there m the Mu- 
tiny time The rebels caught them and shut them up 
there, and then slaughtered them That is certain, any- 
how And the bungalow has never been lived in since, 
and no natives will go near it after dark They say it’s 
haunted ’ 

“ 1 O dear, I feel quite frightened ! ’ cried Miss Thorn- 
legh 

“ It was very dusk m the dim verandah, but I could 
have sworn that Ardshiel caught her hand and held it 
in his to reassure her 

“ ' What nonsense 1 ’ he said ‘ I don’t believe it 
These niggers are such liars and such cowards ’ 

“ 'Not more superstitious than some of you Highland- 
ers are,’ sneered Chiverton ‘ With all your bragging, I 
don’t believe you’d spend the night there yourself, Ard- 
shiel ’ 

“ The Scotchman’s blood was up 
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“ ‘ If we Highlanders are superstitious, we are, any- 
how, just as plucky as you cockneys, and more so, as I’ll 
soon show you What do you lay me I don’t sleep in 
that bungalow to-night, Chiverton ? 5 
“ Chiverton laughed a low, unpleasant laugh 
“ ‘ My dear fellow, I really don’t want to rob you ’ 

“ ‘Then I’ll do it without any money on, as you’re so 
deuced certain about it Bragging, indeed 1 Do you 
suppose I care a rap for a pack of natives’ lies ? ’ 

“ Chiverton got up and lit a cigar slowly 
“ ‘ Nothing easier than to prove you don’t, my dear 
fellow In the meantime, I must say good evening, Mrs 
Thornlegh I hear the “ dress ” for mess sounding,’ and 
he walked off slowly 

“ ‘ Confound that fellow, with his irritating sneers and 
cool ways 1 ’ said Ardshiel ‘ But he’ll crow in a differ- 
ent key to-morrow morning, for I shall send my bed over 
to the old bungalow to-night and sleep there ’ 

“ Alice looked imploringly into his face 
‘“You wouldn’t have that fellow Chiverton think me 
a coward, would you ? ’ he added 

“ ‘ No , certainly not,’ I put in ‘I’ll go and sleep 
there, too He might be up to some larks, if you were 
alone — w T ho knows ? ’ 

" ‘ But, Mr Ardshiel,’ Alice added piteously, ‘ sup- 
posing it’s true — supposing there is something — those 
poor creatures massacred — it’s horrible 1 ’ 

“ ‘ It 'oias horrible, you mean, Miss Thornlegh ,’ Ard- 
shiel corrected in a softer tone ‘ But don’t be alarmed ( 
I beg of you That frightens me much more than any 
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idea of ghosts It’s not very likely that we shall be 
disturbed by anything but living foxes and owls, or per- 
haps a jackal or two , and I think Rylstone and I are 
a match for any other flcsh-and-blood visitors I’ll 
come over to chota hazart to-morrow morning, after 
your ride, and tell you all about it ’ 

" Thus we said good night and departed, with many a 
gibe and jest flung back as we walked down the drive 
I can see Alice Thornlegh now, standing framed in the 
creeper-covercd arch of the verandah, and waving her 
hand to us 

" Of course our adventure was an excuse for cham- 
pagne at mess, and after dinner we were escorted to our 
new quarters by quite a posse of Cuirassiers, with lan- 
terns Our bearers had carried our beds there in the 
daylight, but nothing would induce a single native to 
accompany us there that night 
" The haunted bungalow was at some distance from 
the other European residences It was all that was left 
of the station after the rising The other houses had 
been fired and burnt to the ground Only this one re- 
mained intact, for the ghastly reason that it had served 
as the prison and the slaughter-house of the helpless 
European females 

“ It stood back some way from the road , the drive 
was grass-grown and overhung with untended trees 
The roof was falling in in places, the verandah over- 
grown with creepers It certainly did not look inviting 
“ ' We are much more likely to be bitten by a 
“ Irait than to De visited by ghosts 1 ’ cried Ardshiel 
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Shoo 1 shoo •’ and with a cheery yell he chased out a 
great white owl, which fled hooting 

“ Our little camp-beds had been placed in the middle 
of the huge centre room of the bungalow, a gaunt apart- 
ment with the lofty ceiling supported on four large 
pillars, which threw queer shadows about the room 
“ One by one our escort departed, and we found our- 
selves alone, the feeble flicker of a native oil-lamp alone 
lighting up the apartment Ardshiel threw himself on 
to his bed 

“‘By Jove 1 ’ he cried, ‘I swore I’d sleep in this 
haunted bungalow, and I shall do it too, for I never felt 
more sleepy in my life , the champagne w r ent pretty 
freely round at mess, and I was up at four this morning 
walking till breakfast after the snipe out at Paniput 
Jheel So good night, old chap ’ 

‘ He pulled off" his mess jacket, and m five minutes I 
heard him snoring Aidshiel always w r as such a fellow 
to sleep 

1 But I was more wakeful A bat would keep skim- 
mmg past my face , an owl hooted at regular intervals 
m a mango tree outside I had an uneasy feeling that 
the place w'as full of noxious insects and reptiles, if of 
nothing worse The jackal chorus in a corner of the 
deserted compound sounded weird and eerie But a^ 
last I dozed, and then, it seemed to me, I had a dream 
I dreamt Chiverton stole into the room — Chiverton, 
who had not come with the rest to see us installed m 
our ghostly quarters I dreamt I saw him bending for 
a long time over the bed on which Ardshiel lay sleeping 
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peacefully — the sleep of the light-hearted and happy 
It was a fearfully vivid dream — could it have been 
reality ? 

“ After that I must have slept soundly, for when I 
woke again I awoke sharp and alert, startled into sud- 
den and complete consciousness by the most appalling 
sound mind can conceive It was a wild shriek as of 
some creature in mortal peril — it was the heart-rending 
cr> of a child in agony 

“ I sprang out of bed in a second, and as I did so my 
foot touched something on the floor — something cold 
and clammy — not a toad or a snake — but, O horror 1 
clearly visible by the flickering lamp, a child’s foot, cut 
off and gory, but still encased in its little shoe , and all 
around the floor was covered with splashes of blood 

" I stood a few seconds struck still with horror Then, 
again, the horrible cry of torture sounded, close behind 
me this time, and, impelled by an irresistible terror — 
the like of which I had never felt before, and pray Heav- 
en I may never feel again — I fled into the verandah, 
out into the night, down the drive On the high-road I 
stumbled and fell , my overtaxed nerves gave way, and 
I fainted 

“The dawn was breaking in the east when a coolie 
going to work found me, and gave the alarm to the 
guard I only felt thoroughly myself again when I 
found myself on a bed in the guard-room, with ,v 
cloths on my head 

“ Then only did the cowardice of my flight break 
upon me in all its enormity. 
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“‘Ardshiel'’ I cried ‘For God’s sake go and look 
for Mr Ardshiel 1 He’s still in that awful room 1 ’ 

“They went to look for him, and they found — ” (here 
Colonel Rylstone’s voice broke, and he was a moment 
or two before he could proceed,) “ they found ‘ the thing ’ 
you saw in the bath-chair to day, with blanched hair and 
vacant grin and chatter, and palsied features What lie 
saw, what passed in that room, no one will ever know 
this side of eternity, for that shattered wreck was all 
that was left of my cheery, sunny, happy chum ” 

“But why on earth didn’t he make a bolt for it, as 
j ou did ? ” I asked 

“Why?” repeated Rylstone, and he sat Dolt upright 
in his chair and glared at me “ Why ? Because when 
they found him he was bound hand and foot , and tied 
down into his bed 1 ” 

There was a silence, and Rylstone took another peg, 
a pretty strong one 

“ And what became of Chiverton I asked, after a 
pause 

“ That is not his real name If I were to tell it you 
you w'ould recognise a man w r ell known m the service, 
an able soldier, who has climbed to the top rungs of the 
ladder Such is life 1 ” 

I hesitated a moment, and then J asked — “And 
Alice?” 

Rylstone’s voice changed from a bitter tone to a soft 
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" That autumn the cholera swooped down on Punkah- 
poie We ‘Crimsons’ were sent out hurriedly into 
cholera camp in small detachments When I got back 
to the station after some weeks, Alice was lying be- 
tween the four mud whitewashed walls of an Indian 
cemetery ” 



CHRISTMAS WITH THE CRIMSON 
CUIRASSIERS 


It was the last night of the voyage With to-morrow ’s 
dawn the look-out on the maintop would spy the mighty 
Ghauts, the ramparts of India, fringing the eastern sky 
It w r as a perfectly still, warm, tropical night, dark as 
Erebus, save for the light of the star-strewn hea\ens 
Two young people leant over the side of the vessel 
watching the w-hite phosphorescent pathway which 
stretched behind her stern 

“ I’m awfully sorry the voyage is over,” quoth he " I 
wish it would last for c\ er ” 

The girl’s face clouded 

“ I am too , it has been great fun, and I don’t quite 
know r what is coming next You are going back to 

your regiment, your friends, your horses ” 

“And you to your father ? ” 

“Who is only a name to me I have not seen him 
since my mother died, when I w r as only three And 
then I’m told lie’s very difficult to get on with, though 
perhaps I ought not to say so But they call him the 
Iron Colonel, you know, and then a father is not like a 
mother , and I’ve no mother, I’ve nobody ” 

Her voice w f as so sad, though it w as too dark for him to 
see her face well, close as he was to her, that Jack Harrage 

if he had not been tempt- 
been all the voyage, to 
id very irrevocable 


would hardly have been human 
ed, more stronglyX than he had 
say something verV foolish ar 
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But fortunately at this juncture the tea-bell rang, and 
a clatter of tea-cups, enough to drown any sentiment, 
came up through the skylight In addition, Cramwell, 
the young competition-wallah, who didn’t like Jack and 
did like Nina, came up and asked the latter if she was 
not going to have any tea So all Harrage could 
whisper, as they all moved down the deck, was — 

“ Don’t say you’ve no friends You know you have 
devoted ones Perhaps some of them will come and 
look you up at Dustypore, if they may ’’ 

All the answer he got was a look, but that seemed to 
satisfy him 

Surely some one or other was very much to blame for 
having, m the twenty-eight days during which they had 
been cooped up together on the P & O , allowed this girl of 
eighteen, fresh from school, and this penniless subaltern 
in an infantry regiment, to fall thus irretrievably in love 
with each other But, anyhow, the mischief was done 
The Crimson Cuirassiers w'ere not much married, or 
much addicted to ladies' society But they happened 
this Christmas to find themselves stationed at that ex- 
tremely solitary little place, Dustypore, which, in • 
native mind, is associated with the birth of Krishna , i 
the European, with the death of wild boars There w*» 
no other regiment, and only three ladies in the pla> 
One was the Police-officer’s wife, “ touched with B 
tar brush,” as the saying is, and who had never been ■ > 
of India , the second was the Quartermaster’s wife, w 
mind centred in her kitchen , and the third was the Cr ■ 
lector’s wife, with no mind at all, only a giggle 
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Such being the state of affairs, it is to this day involv- 
ed m mystery as to who started the idea of a ladies’ 
dinner at mess on Christmas Day I am inclined to 
think it was Dolly, the youngest sub, freshest from 
home, and with a hidden love for feminine society still 
lurking under his stable jacket, and not y’et entirely sup- 
pressed by that of polo ponies, Rigby s, and squadron 
movements I rather fancy, too, he was actuated solely 
by' a wish to spend a pleasant evening with Miss Nina, 
the Colonel’s daughter, just out from home 

Be it how it may', the scheme received v cry general 
approval Fellows felt they ought to give some sort of 
entertainment to the station, and those who were averse 
to it took three day's’ leave and went out shooting 
Stern and hard as his nickname implied, the Iron 
Colonel would have been less than human if he could 
have resisted his little daughter’s sparkle of delight as 
he casually remarked, over a cigar — 

“ The fellow’s are talking of a ladies’ dinner at mess 
on Christmas Day I suppose you don’t w ant to go ? ” 
He himself had hardly' dined at mess if he could help 

it since he commanded the regiment 

» * * * * 

Christmas Day felt very strange to Nina when she 
aw'oke to find the sunlight streaming in through the 
deep verandah and open door, the black ay'ah 
crouching by her bed , the room huge, bare, and white- 
washed The only sign of rejoicing was in the decora- 
tions put up by the servants, and which took the form 
of garlands of marigolds strung by their stalks across 
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the portico and the gateway Outside, the crows 
cawed incessantly, and the trumpets rang across from 
the barracks 

Nina’s mind wandered back to former English Christ- 
mases, and she came to the conclusion India was unsatis- 
factory, and not half as nice as the voyage out had been 
" Will you come to church with me, father ? ” she 
asked timidly, as he entered the drawing-room, the bear- 
er fastening his gold lines round his neck and putting 
the finishing touches to the magnificence of his full dress 
“ Nonsense, child 1 I must go with the regiment " 
Nina sighed She had now been three months with 
her father, and they did not seem to understand each 
other any better She knew him to be a fine soldier, 
and that the regiment was proud of their Iron Colonel 
as a commanding officer But underneath that hard, 
cold exterior she did so long to find a loving tender 
parent Her life was very dull at Dustypore, and some- 
how her thoughts constantly went back to the P and O 
and Jack Harrage 

The sound of the band playing “ Church Bells ” over 
on the parade ground warned her it was time foi service 
As she drove past Dolly’s bungalow she saw that young 
officer getting on his pony to canter off to parade 
Watching him in the gloom of the verandah, she fancw 1 
she descried a familiar figure, cigar in mouth A thril 
of delight passed over her, and I fancy she hardly 
attended as much to the service as she should ■ v 
done Anyhow, as she watched the “ Crimsons” swn 
away from the church portico to the inspiriting str" 
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of the band, her heart sang for joy that Christmas 
morning 

The anteroom of the Crimson Cuirassiers was as 
comfortable as it could be made by a varied collection 
of cretonne-covered wicker chairs, periodically smash- 
ed up on “big” nights But it seemed paradise to 
Nina as she sat there before dinner, making conver- 
sation with the giggling wife of the Collector, and saw 
a scarlet-clad infantry officer enter with Dolly The 
next minute, with her head in a whirl, she was being 
introduced to “ My school chum, Captain Harrage ” 

A rush for dinner followed The Colonel, with any- 
thing but an amiable expression, took m the Collec- 
tor’s wife, whose husband followed with Nina He 
was a naturally dull little man, whose mind had become 
fossilised with twenty -five y ears of India. He devoted 
himself to tlyr’lCnmcons’” menu, leaving Nina plenty of 
leisure to listen to the chaff and laughter which emanated 
from either end of the long table, groaning under racing 
and presentation plate, where congregated the junior 
officers, and to catch constantly Jac,v Harrage’s eye 
After dinner an awful interval of penance followed 
for Nina when alone with the ladies Finally, she left 
them alone to discuss the maladies of infants and the 
petty larceny of domestics, and turned over a paper to 
collect her thoughts 

After what seemed an age, some of the younger 
men slipped in, leaving their seniors to smoke and talk 
“ Let's have a ladies’ pool,” suggested someone, “love 
game ” 
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" Come along, now, Mrs Smith, darlin’,” quoth the 
Vet, who had dined well, if not wisely, to the Quarter- 
master’s wife, “ it’s a poor heart that never rejoices, and 
shure isn’t it Christmas night ? ” 

“ Lor, Mr McCartney,” returned the lady, bridling, 
" but I never ’andled a cue in my life ” 

“ Do come, Miss Heytesbury,” lvhispered Dolly to 
Nina “ don’t you see we must do something ?” 

They trooped into the billiard-room, wheie Nina was 
given a ball, and played in her turn after two or three 
times of ashing, for she was deep in conversation with 
Jack Harrage by the open window 

“ You seemed surprised to see me to-night ” 

“ I fancied I saw you in Mr Gray’s verandah this 
morning But I wasn’t sure” 

“ Didn’t I tell you I ’d turn up ? I couldn’t get 
leave before Do you mean to say you didn’t trust 
pie ?’’ 

“ Green or blue, brown’s your player” gabbled the 
native marker Nina went up to the table and made a 
miss 

“There, Miss Heytesbury,” remarked the major, 

‘ that’s your last life I regret to say you’re defunct ” 
“ I’m so glad,” whispered Jack “ Come into the 
verandah , it’s such a lovely night ” 

“Yes,” said she, hardly knowing what she said 
“ only much colder than those moonlight nights at sea 
How moonlight disguises the place and makes it 
pretty 1 ” 

Harrage turned and looked her full m the face 
C , M G IS 
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« Miss Heytesbury — Nina, you do remember those 
nights at sea ? Oh 1 so often, especially that last even- 
ing, I was so nearly speaking to you, but it wouldn’t 
have done Now please listen, don’t turn away, Nina 1 
It’s all altered, it’s all right now , I’ve got my com- 
pany , and more than that, my cousin’s been killed — an 
accident — and I’m my uncle’s heir And I ’ve come 

here to ask you — to tell you ” 

He never finished, for he got his arm round her 
waist, and the next minute her head was on his shoul- 
der, and he w r as kissing her 

“ Miss Heytesbury ' Miss Heytesbury 1 ” said a voice 
at the window “Mr and Mrs Brown want to say 
good night to you ” 

And Nina escaped back into the glaring room 
“ I shall come and see the Colonel to-morrow morn- 
ing,” whispered Harrage, later, as he put on her 
cloak 

An hour or so after, Dolly and Jack were walking 
down the moonlit road to the former’s bungalow’ 

“ I say, old chappie,” cried Dolly, breaking silence, 
“ you needn’t walk such a trot, it’s close by By-the- 
by,” he added, “ I hope you’ve not been awfully bored 
But it being Christmas night, and women about, made 
it rather deadly ” 

“ Deadly ? My dear boy,” cried Jack, throwing aw r ay 

the end of his cigar, “ it’s the jolhest ” 

The jubilant expression of his friend’s face and tone 
made Dolly stare Then a sudden light seemed to 
break m upon him 
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“Well, now I come to think of it, you have had 
rather the best of it with Miss Heytesbury She ’s 
awfully pretty, but she’s always down on me somehow,” 
he added rather mournfully 
Just then the canter of a horse’s hoof sounded behim 
them on the dusty side of the road, accompanied wch 
shouts and chaff 

“ It’s only the omnibus,” explained Dolly 
The " omnibus ” was Benham’s old grey Arab, whi<-i 
he rode to mess to save the polish of his boots, am 
which as many others as could sit behind liabituall v 
assisted him in riding back from mess 

The friends did not speak again till they found the 
selves in Dolly's room It was very bare , its owner ha< 
about fifteen hundred a year of his own, but might onl> 
have had one to judge by its furniture, which consistr 
chiefly of boxes and saddles, rows of boots, and buno 
es of polo-sticks, with a small camp-bed in the centre 
As the only easy-chair was occupied by a sleepin 
terrier, Harrage sat down on the edge of the bed, ' . 
Dolly yelled to a slumbering bearer in the verand 
till the latter produced some soda-water and tumbl 
Dolly measured out the whisky, and then advance< 
glass in hand, to his friend But he paused 

“ What’s up, old chap ? You look as if you’d mu * 
up trumps I" 

Jack jumped up and slapped his friend so veliem^ 
ly on the back that he nearly made him spill the drin 
“ And so I have, Doll, old man 1 Congratulate > 

She is the ” 
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All the softness instantly faded out of the Iron Colo- 
nel's face, giving place to a look of strong hatred as he 
glared blankly at the card Then he looked up, and its 
owner stood before him 

Tall and handsome, but rather embarrassed, wishing 
the whole thing well over that he might go and look on 
Nma, Harrage could not for the life of him understand 
whv the Colonel should look at him so alarmmglj B> 
he knew he was a good match, lie felt sure of Nina, ant' 
not being naturally deficient in pluck, went bold!) t 
work 

“I must apologise for coming so carU, Colonel,” h 
began, Ins uneasiness increasing, “ but I couldn’t res 
am longer without speaking to ) 011 I've come to tel 
>ou — to ask \ ou — fact is, I’ve proposed to your daught 
and I hope " 

The Colonel looked down again at the card, and tin 
again at the \ oung fellow He rose slowly and stoi 
back a few paces, and looked him all o\er from the tu 
of his sun-helmet to the last button of lus gait 
Ilarragc returned the stare, thinking the Colonel indc> 
more difficult to get on with than lie had anticipat- 
for he was doubtless mad 

" Good God,” faltered the elder man at last," I cou 
sweat it was the same twenty years after 1 ” 

Jack thought he had better plav Ins trump card 

“ Perhaps ) ou arc unaware that recently, through t 
death of m> cousin, I am, in position and prospects, 
unuorlhj ” 

The Colonel turned sharply upon lnm 
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“ Not mother u ord * The lc*s v ou ■'ay the less v cull 
ha\ e to regret Listen 1 ” 

The look of hate was gone He had resumed his 
habitual icy manner, but was evident!} repressing 
violent emotions with a might) effort 

“ Listen 1 ” he said, sitting dow n and motioning to Jack 
to do the same, but speaking with knitted brow and 
averted face, looking out into the compound 

“Tvvent) vears ago I was in another regiment, the 
Scarlet Lancers ” 

“My father was a short time m them,” murmured 
Jack 

Without, apparent!} , noticing the interruption the 
Colonel continued — 

“I had not been married long Nina was onl) two 
1 sent her and her mother up to the hills out of the 
heat I did it for the best, I know I was not alwa)S 
tender to her, that I often neglected her, I blame 
myself for much , but this I did for the best She was 
very )oung and inexperienced, and I asked a man m 
the regiment, a married man, with a wife and boy at 
home, my friend whom I trusted, to look after hei, and, 
by God 1 he did There was a great deal of talk, it 
came to m} ears I rushed up to the hill-station, madly 
jealous, I struck her 1 Then she left me, with him of 
course He left the army, I exchanged It was all 
over India at the time Did you nev er hear of it ? ” 

“ Never,” replied Jack, interested and astonished “An 
awful business 1 But if it makes you afraid of marriage, 
for Nina, rest assured nothing of the kind shall ever 1 
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The Colonel rose from his chair, and looked fixedly 
at Harnge. 

"Young man,” lie said, “ the man who wrecked my 
life, who made me the hopeless, faithless wretch \ou sec 
me, was your father * ” 

With that he turned on his heel and strode into the 
drawing-room to meet the white face of his child, who 
had o\crhtard ail and fell senseless at his feet 

« I * * « 

“He's ad — d brute*” said Doll} to himself, as he 
came out of the Colonel's bungalow, nearly tw elve months 
later, where Nina was lying on the sofa so weak and 
white after another attack of fc\cr, that it made Doll., 
miserable to see her " He’s a d — d brute, and she’ 
just breaking her heart about Hnrragc” 

Of course Doll} w r as an fait with the unhappy termi 
nation of his friend's love-affair, though without know an 
the reasons which led to it A week later he met Jac* 
Harrage at a down-country race meeting The ' |ff 
looked seed} 

“ I’m just going to cut it all," he said “ My unci 
wants me at home to look after things, and I'm sick 
the service * " 

Dolly opened Ins eyes, for he knew Jack used 
consider soldiering the only thing worth living for 

Then Jack asked — 

“Any news? ” 

Dolly knew what that meant, and told him Nina 
been ill again, and added that she was leaving Dustype 
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for a week’s change at Sirdhana, an old native palace 
hard by 

Knowing this, imagine Jack Harrage’s horror, on 
returning to his regiment, to read m the first paper he 
took up — 

“Fatal Accident at Sirdhana — An alarming 
carriage accident took place on Thursday at Sirdhana, 
where Miss Heytesbuiy , daughter of Colonel Heytesbury, 
of the Crimson Cuirassiers, had gone for change of air 
The horses bolted m the carriage, the groom throw n 
out and killed, and the vehicle upset opposite the 
Roman Catholic convent, whither Miss Heytesbury was 
conveyed, and found to be suffering from concussion of 
the brain ” 

Jack went straight to his Colonel and asked for a few 
days’ leave, looking so upset that it was granted without 
a word 

When Nina recovered consciousness twenty -four 
hours after her accident, she found herself lying in the 
room she had been occupying m the Sirdhana palace 
This was a large double-storied building, standing m 
a garden, which had been erected some hundred years 
before by a European adventurer who had married a 
powerful begum of those parts She was a woman of 
strong character, who, being converted to Christianity, 
had built the Roman Catholic cathedral, convent, and 
schools close by The Sirdhana palace, with its green 
groves and terrace, w r as a favourite resort with the 
European officers from Dustypore 

The room was large and lofty and fairly furnished 
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Portraits of the grim begum and her French husband 
looked down upon Nina from the walls The cathedral 
bells weic unging for vespers, and a European stster 
of mercy, in her conventional garb, sat by Nina’s bed 
She was a tall, thin, wan-looking woman, whose as- 
cetic face, in its fearful grave-clothes headdress, looked 
probably older than it really was But her expression 
was kind though sad, and it became almost transfigured 
with delight when she perceived that Nina was herself 
again Kneeling down she covered the girl’s hand 
with kisses, and then, closing her eyes, offered prayers 
of thanksgiving, while great tears rolled down her 
cheeks 

Then the doctors came in, and she disappeared 
When Nina asked for her later, she was told t! 
Sister Magdalen had overdone herself with penanc> 
and prayers, and had had one of her heart attacks 
However, next day she came back to Nina’s bed 
side, and at the latter's earnest request took up h 
post there permanently' Something seemed to dra 
the poor heart-broken child to this sad woman, w! 
seemed to have suffered too In her, at last, she fou> 
the sympathy she so longed for 

Before the day was out, Nina was lying with h 
hand clasped in Sister Magdalen’s, pouring into h 
sympathising ear all her sad story about Jack Harra b 
" I can’t forget him, though I’ve tried to,” she oc- 
cluded “ And it docs seem so terribly hard we she • 
be separated like this through no fault of our own ” 

Sister Magdalen caught her breath sharply. 
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“ Sureh if my mother had ever thought of the 
misery her conduct would inflict on her child, she 
would have paused ere it was too late But she could 
not have been good and loving as you arc, sister,” 
she added, looking up “ But why do jou cry dear 
sister ? ” 

And she tried to draw’ down the wan face to her 
lips 

But Sister Magdalen quietly put her aside, and 
sinking on her knees by the bed covered her face with 
her hands 

“No, no, child, not that 1 I am not worthy, lam 
not good , no one is good I am the most miserable 
of sinners 1 ” And her lips mo\cd in silent prajer 
Then she hurriedly left the room 

A carnage drove up to the broad flight of steps, and 
a young man jumped out hastily and advanced eagerly 
towards Sister Magdalen with inquiries after Nina 
She answered him at length, allaying the terrible 
anxiety which had devoured him on his journey ever 
since he had heard of the accident Then she added — 
“ I fancy you must be Cap, am Harrage To-morrow 
is Christmas Day , come over here again, and perhaps 
I may have good news for you ” 

The Colonel arrived late on Christmas Eve He had 
been away on a distant court-martial at the time of his 
daughter’s accident, and had now’ come as fast as duty 
and the train would allow him 

Till he heard how near he had been to losing her, 
I fancy he had hardly realised how much she was to him, 
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and there was very little of the Iron Colonel left about 
him as he elapsed her in his arm with his eyes full of 
tears 

The first thing on Christmas morning Nina begged 
him to go and look for the kind sister who had nursed 
her, and thank her himself. 

He sought her m the cathedral — a white-washed 
building in pscudo-Gothic style, with a thin Italian 
campanile The interior boasted a tawdry altar and the 
elaborate tombs of the begitm and her husband 

High mass was being celebrated A choir of native 
Christian boys were singing the “ Gloria m Eveelsis,” 
while the sisters knelt around The music was inferior, 
the surroundings tawdry, yet the Colonel felt strangely 
moved and softened as the divine Christmas greeting 
of “Peace on earth, good-will towards men,” rang 
through the building 

Suddenly one of the sisters rose from her Knees and 
came towards him standing at the door Something in 
her walk and figure seemed to him like a memorv of long 
ago, but her conventual dress was a complete disguise 

“You are Colonel Hcytesbury,” said the voice, which 
sounded strangely familiar “ Your child has been 
given back to y ou out of the very yaws of death Do 
not stand between her and the man she loves Mak~ 
her happy ” 

The Co'oncl stared at her coldly and proudly^ T’< • 
he recollected himself 

“ If you are Sister Magdalen, I have come special’^ 
to thank you most heartily for all your kindness to ■ 
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daughter But I am rcallv at a loss to understand why 
jou should interfere in her pmate affair-),” lie added 
haughtily 

The sister laid her hand on his arm and looked up into 
his face 

“ Why ? Because I am her mother 1 ” 

Then she continued hurricdlv, with downcast eves — 
“I know I have forfeited all my rights over her , I 
know' I am not worthy that she should even guess who 
I am 1 I do not seek to palliate my crime, which, God 
knows, I have repented of with tears and penances 
these many years , I do not ask fort to forgive me 
But, Harold Heytesbury,” she continued, sinking on her 
knees at his feet and pointing towards the altai, “ as 
v ou hope for mercy above, I ask you to be merciful to 
those w ho hav c done you no harm ' ” 

The Colonel walked into the church and sat down on 
the nearest scat to gain time There was a fearful 
in the man’s heart between pride and love 
But the choir sang out again that angelic message of 
forgiveness, and the woman w'aiting in the porch watch- 
ed his face 

At last he rose and came slowly out As he did so 
he ran against Jack Harrage coming up the steps 
The latter drew back, the Colonel hesitated a moment, 
and then held out his hand 

“ Will you come out w ith me ? I want to speak to 
you ” 

Sister Magdalen watched them moving together 
across the hot, glaring road to the palace, and then she 
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slipped in by a back way and went to Nina’s room 
(< Have y ou seen my father ? asked the latter “ He 
wanted to see you to thank you ” 

“ He has clone so amply,” replied Sister Magdalen, 
coming up to Nina’s sofa Then she added — 

“ I think I have provided for you as happy a Christ- 
mas Day as you ever had ” 

“ Happier than last year?” asked Nina, with a sigh 
“ Far, as you will see But kiss me first ” 

She knelt down, and Nina’s fair young face kissed 
the worn one, which was lit up with a smile of deepest 
peace 

Then voices were heard approaching, and almost 
before Sister Magdalen had time to escape the Colonel 
led Jack Ilarrage into the room 

An hour later Nina was saying to the latter — 

“ Before you go back to-night, Jack, I must show } ou 
to the kind sister who nursed me, and who has heard 
all about you Father, send and fetch her” 

She was found kneeling as m prayer before the 
cathedral altar, but when they who came to fetch 
her touched her, they found the poor, suffering heart 
had stopped beating for ever 
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Tilts how it h mpened In the verv b»”innmg 
it was all the f tult of th it '-ou'-ncst gale m the Ch.mnr 1 
anti the R t> of Risci) \ inch compelled her chaperon 
to take to her b.rth vnd Hop thert Thus Be Price 
Rruntlon, at the fir c t feu me th on board the goad ship 
Hit) drt bust, had to chaperon herself, and he, Gregorv 
Ajshford, subaltern of ar.ilUrv , sat nearly opposite to 
her the fir-d dat at dinner To eatuitn votir plate m 
a fiddle, holding on the \hilc with theo’her hind to the 
edge of the table, requires some adroitness Overhead, 
in a swinging rack repose wine glasses and bottles, which 
would otherwise mfalhblv st irt toboggan races up and 
dow n the table lie handed her the w ater, she looked tin 
and thanked him with a smile, at the same time spdlmg 
half in her endeavour to fill her glass This nnsadven 
turc she attributed later, not cntirelv to a lurch the ship 
gave — Gregory’s eyes fKed on her made her nervous 
By next day at dinner-time, the former had tipped 
the chief-steward, and managed that his place at table 
was shifted from the vicmitj of a frowsy High Court 
Judge to Beatrice’s side. When the chaperon recovered 
her appetite, and emerged once more into the outer world 
of the saloon, she found the pair chatting and laughing 
as if they had known each other all their lives 

But they were not entirely idle and frivolous on boaid 
ship, these two By the tune they reached Malta she 
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had instructed him in the mysteries of 1 ever sis, and had, 
in return, been taught by him how to throw a rope quoit 
into a bucket with considerable precision On balmy, 
starlit evenings on deck, when the sea was like oil, and 
the piano jingled under the awning, they discovered 
their waltz steps agreed admirably , while their delight 
m the long phosphorescent streak in the wake of the 
Btindet bust (to be seen best from a quiet corner behind 
the wheel-house) was mutual and intense They bou & > 
lace together at Malta, and ostrich-feathers at Aden, and 
in both their peregrinations ashore at these 
unaccountably lost their chaperon 

What wonder that w'hen the Bunderbnst dropp 
anchor off the Apollo Bunder, in Bombay Harbour, a ’ 
felt that the best part of their lives had come to an en 
India loomed before them wide and vast Should > 
ever meet again ? 

Mrs Brundon sat in dim indolence in her bungalu 
and wove matrimonial webs for the daughter she ' 
not seen since she was six y ears old Herself the 
of a great civilian functional y, ruling hundreds 
thousands of dusky fellow-subjects in a district as 1 
as an English county, and rolling in rupees and hon< 

Mrs Brundon dreamed of a like position for * 
daughter And when Beatrice made her appear^ 
almost a stranger, but as fair a specimen of Anglo-S 
maidenhood as could be found between Peshawur 
Galle, Mrs Brundon promised to herself that she she 
make a great match 
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The beautiful, but all too short, cold weather of India 
deepened into a fierce glaring spring, and the steady 
rise of the thermometer named ah who were able to do 
so to betake themselves to fresh woods and pastures 
new ere the merry month of May burst in all its fury 
over the sun-baked plains Up among the ilexes and 
rhododendrons of Nynee Tal, where the giant crags of 
Cheena mirror themselves in the green willow -girdled 
lake, all u'as fresh, and cool, and biacing Ferns carpet- 
ed ravine and dell, and fringed the gnarled trunks of 
the evergreen oaks Rhododendrons dyed crimson 
patches on the mountain sides, and the notes of the 
loci — a fair imitation of the cuckoo — rang from the 
forest depths But Beatrice’s htart sighed with the 
poet — 

Ah, when m other climes nc meet, 

Some wle or isle tnclnnling, 

Where ill loots fiovv’rj, wild, and sweet, 

And naught sive love is wanting , 

We thinh how great had been our uliss 
If heaven had but assigned us 
To live and die in scents like this 
With some we’ve left behind us 

Not, however, that love was conspicuous by its ab- 
sence at Nynee Tal An contrairc, the naughty little 
god revels in such an eaithly paiadise But it w r as not 
the sort of love Beatrice sighed for Girls are so un- 
reasonable i There was Mr Ciarmvell, a rising young 
secretary to Gorernment, Mr Brvdges, the clever 
engineer just appointed toacoreted post, Mr Judge, 
the magistrate of Cutcheriabad , all liteially pestering 
her with attentions They would fam have filled her 
programme at dances w ith their united autographs , 
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And this was the end of it all — only this A stiff, 
cold English lady seated in her verandah draw ing-room, 
and calmly ciushmg the dearest hopes of the young 
man who stood appealingly' before her A young girl 
sobbing on her bed, while her lover rides away broken- 
hearted down the lull Only this But it was enough 
As if in pity' at their fate, the heavens began to v'cep 
again For three long day's the monsoon burst out 
afresh, lashing the lake into fury', scarring the mountain 
side with w'atercourses, and goading the tori ents into 
mad cascades The world, the while, lay w rapped in fog, 
and the patter of ram on roof and tree ceased not 
When the skies lifted someu hat, a \ ague rumour of 
alarm spread through Nyncc Tal Undermined by' rain 
and torrent, part of the steep hill-side had fallen, burying 
a house and some natives A panic spread, and the 
news went round that the whole mountain side w r as 
unsafe 

Mrs Brundon w'as out when Gregory galloped wildly 
up to the verandah w'hence he had been so ruthlessly 
expelled, and calling, all unmindful of the past, to 
Beatrice, by' name, rushed into the house 
But, even as she came tow'ards him, there was a 
cracking of joists and timbers and the structure reeled 
and shook Instinctively Gregory caught Beatrice in 
his arms 

No human eye saw, no one this side of eternity will ever 
know, what happened next A great cloud of dust, like 
that which of old veiled the destruction of Gomorrah, arose 
from the mountain side and mercifully' hid the scene 



SEJ/EC’TEi) LIST 


f 



Ft 


Til V'K\:n r SIMNK K CO, CALOUTT 


\v. niiAciiVAi l co , s7, m:\\ a \tk m\ 1 ok 


lit ai-v it D! “<t W> vr 

'IHACkl.U A. Cv, MMllLP, TOMKA Y, 



Thacle), Spmk $ Go, Calcutta 


The Tribes on My Frontier an Indian Naturalist's 
Foreign Policy By Eha “With 50 Illustrations by 
F C Macrae In Imperial 16mo Uniform with “Lays 
of lad,” “ Eidmg,” “ Hindu Mj tbology,” &c Fourth 
Edition, Es 6 (8s 6d ) 

“ It is a. very clever record of a year’s observations round the bungalow 
in ‘ Dnstypore ’ It is by no means a mere travesty , 

The wnter is always amusing, and never dull — Field 

“The booh is cleverly illustrated by Sir F C Macrae. We haa e only 
to thanh our Anglo Indian naturalist for the delightful booh which he has 
sent home to his countrymen m Britain May he live to give ns another 
such.” — Chambers Journal 

“ A most charming senes of sprightly and entertaining essays on what 
may be termed the fauna of the In dia n bungalow ” — Allen's Indian Mail 

“ This is a delightful booh, irresistibly funny in descnption and lllustra 
tion, but full of genuine science too There is not a dull or 

uninstructave page in the whole booh.”— Knowledge 

“ It is a pleasantly written booh about the insects and other torments of 
India which mahe Anglo Indian life unpleasant, and which can be read 
wath pleasnre even by those beyond the reach of the tormenting things 
'Eha describes "—Graphic 

“ The volume is full of accurate and unfamiliar observation, and the 
illustrations prove to be by no means without their value” — Saturday 
Fmeic 

Behind the Bungalow By Eha, -with 53 clever sketches 
by the Illustrator of “The Tnbes.” Third Edition Es 4-8(6s) 

As “The Tnbes on my Frontier” graphically and humorously 
described the Animal Surroundings of an Indian Bungalow, the 
present work desenbes vuth much pleasantry the Human Officials 
thereof, with their peculiarities idiosyncrasies, and, to the 
European, strange methods { of duty Each chapter contains 
Character Sketches by the Illustrator of “ The Tnbes,” and the 
work is a “ Batumi History " of the Native Tribes who m India 
render us service l 

f ThtTe 13 plenty of fun in ‘Behind the BuDgalow,’ and more than fnn 
lor those with eyes to see These ske tches may have an educational purpose 
eyond that of mere amusement , they shew through all their fun a keen 
observation of native character and a ‘just appreciation of it. ’’—The World 
_ The Tribes On My Frontier ' wn.1 very good ' Behind the BuDgalow ’ 
w even better Anglo Indians will sae how truthful are these sketches 
Jreople who know nothing about India will delight m the clever drawings and 

e truly humorous descriptions, and, th eir appetite for fun being gratified, 

ey wm not fail to note the undercurrent of sympathy” — The Graphic 

- , ,^ e t'hhre members of an Anglo Indium household are hit off with great 
fidelity and humour ’ —The Queen. I 

\ 
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Riding On the Flat and Across Countiy AGmdo 
to Practical ITor 6 enntiRhip By Capt M IL Hvrru 
Illustrated by Sturgc-s Third Edition Reused and 
Enlarged Imperial lCrao [/« fiic press 

“Mr Hi} es Ins supplemented bis own experience on rate nding by 
reporting to Tom Cannon, Fordham, md otlicr w ell known jockeys for 
illustration ‘The Guide’ is, on the whole, thoroughl} reliable , and both 
the illustrations and the printing do credit to the publishers ’ — Ttcld 
"It has, lion e% er, been rescued for Captain Hayes to unite what ill our 
opinion will be general!} accepted as the most coinpielien«iie, enlightened, 
and ‘all round’ work on riding, bringing to lxar as lie dots not only bis 
own great experience, but the aduce and practice of many of tbe best 
recognised horsemen of the period — S porting Life 

“ Captain Hayes is not only a master of bis subject, but be knows 
how to aid others m gaimn 0 such a master} as ma} be obtained b} tho 
study of a book. — The Standaid 

The Points of the Horse A Familiar Treatise on Equine 
Conformation I!}' Capt M H. Haies Illustrated by 
J II Oswald Brtow~s Injnepaialton 

Describes the points in winch the perfection of each class of 
horses consists , illustrated by very numerous reproductions of 
Photographs of Living Typical Animals. 

The Hoi se woman By Capt M H Hates and Mrs 
Hates Numerous Illustrations [In the pi ess 

Hayes’ Sporting Hews a Weekly Journal of Racing, 
Amusements, Natural History, Ac Edited by Capt M. 
H Hates Annual Subsciiption, Es 16 

Fourth Edition, roused, with additional Illustrations (In the press ) 

Veterinary Notes for Horse-Owneis — A Hand 
Book of Veterinary Medicine and Surgery , written m popu- 
lar language By Captain M Horace Hates, M R C V S 

“ The work is written m a clear and practical u ay ” — Saturday Fa icie 
“Of the many popular retennary books which hare come under our 
notice, this is certainly one of the moat scientific and reliable ” — The 
Field 

“ We heartily welcome the second edition of this exceedingly useful 
book The first edition was brought out about two years since, but tbe 
work now under notice is fully double tbe size of its predecessor, and, as a 
ma*ter of course, contains more information ’ — The Spoiling Life 

“ Captain Hay es, m the new edition of ‘Veterinary Notes,’ has added 
considerably to its raltie by including matter which was omitted m the 
former edition®, and rendered tho book, if larger, at anv rate more useful 
to those non professional people who may be mchned or compelled to treat 
their own horses when sick or injured. So far as we are able to judge, the 
book, leaves nothing to be desired on the score of lucidity and comprehen- 
siveness ’ — Tclcrinari/ Journal 



IF Thaclei $ Co, London 


Illustrated Hoi se Breaking —By Capt M II tt 
N umerous Illustrations by J II Osw ald Brown 
Small 4to uniform antli “ Riding ” Rs lG(21s) 

1 Theory of Horso Breaking 1 Principles of Mounting 3 
Control 4 Rendering Docile f> Gmng Good Mouths. G T 
to Tump 7 Mount for First Time S Brooking for Ladies’ 

9 Breaking to Harness 10 Faults of Mouth 11 * T . 
Impatience 12 Jihbuig 13 Jumping Faults 14 Faults in 
15 Aggressiveness 16 Riding and Driving Newly broken i 
17 Stable Vices 

“ Far and away the best reasoned out bool on Breaking under 
system we have seen ” — Field 

" Clearly explained in simple, practical language, made all *• 
clear by a set of capital drawings " — Scotsman 

Training and Horse Management in 

Captain M Hon vce Hates, author of “Veterinary 
for Horso Owners, ” “Riding,” Ac Third Edition 
8vo Rs 5 (Ss Gd ) 

"No better guide could bo placed in the bands of either nrnat,. 
man or veterinary surgeon ” — The Veterinary Journal 

“A useful guide in regard to horses anywhere. , 
practical, and portablo ” — Saturday Review 

Soundness and Age of Horses With one . 
illustrations A Complete Guide to all those i 
which requno attention when pmchasmg Hoises, 
guislung xneiQ defects from the symptoms of > 
ness, with explicit instructions how to conduct 
mmation of the various parts By Capt M H 
Post Svo Rs G (6s Gd.) 

“ A % ory concise and comprehcnsiv e a eterinary and legal ^ 
anti Naiy Mayaz tnc 

"A capital httlc volume, admirablj illustrated, replete with 
know ledge made perfectly clear to the mmd of tho layman T 
for cavalry officers and hunting men ” — Broad A now 

Tlie Student’s Manual of Tactics By c 

Horace Hates Specially written for the use of r 
propaung foi tho Militia, Military Competitive 
tions, and for promotion Ciown Svo Rs 4-4 

“ Thero is no hotter Manual on Tactics than the one w'" 
Hayes has written ” — Naval and Military Gazette 

“ ' The Student’s Manual of Tactics ’ is an excellent hook l 
reasoned out, and details explained in such a way that the s* 
fail to got a good grasp of the subject Having served m both 
and infantry, and being a piactical vvritei, os well as * a coach,’ 
of this manual had exceptional qualifications for tho task he 
plished ” — Bioad Ai rose 



8 Thaeka, Sjnnl 4 Co, Calcutta 

Indian Racing Reminiscences Being Entertaining 
iSarntu cs and Anecdotes of Men, Horses, and Sport 
Bj Captain M Horace Hates, Author of “Veterinary 
Notes,” “ Training and Horse Management,” <fcc Illustrated 
with 22 Portraits and 20 Engraungs Impenal 16mo 
Ks 6 (8s 6d.) 

Medical Jurisprudence for India By L B Eton, 
CTE, ECS, Brigade Surgeon, Professor of Chemistry 
and Medical Jurisprudence, Grant Medical College, Bom- 
bay Revised as to the Legal Matter by J 3) Inveranty, 
Barrister-at-Law Illustrated Second Edition. Es 16 (25s) 
u The treatise on ‘Medical Jurisprudence for India * by Dr Lyon is tu 
excellent text-book for students, and a useful boob of reference for practi 
tioners The subject is exhaustively treated, the information is concisely 
put, and there is a pleasing absence of ‘ padding * The illustrations are 
among the most beautiful and accurate that we have seen in a book of thi3 
kind. The trustworthiness of the legal matter has been ensured by its sub- 
mission to the revision of an able hamster ” — Saturday Hci icw 

“An admirable exposition of the Science of Medical Jurisprudence 
generally, bnt its special valne lies in the fact that it has been written for 
the purpose of guidance for medical men practising in India The 

book reflects great credit on the author and publishers. The letterpress 
is excellent— large bold type, and the illustrations axe accurate represen 
tations of the originals The diction is dear and concise, and is well 
worthy the author s reputation ” — The Lancet 

Plain Tales from the Hills A Collection of Stones 
By Rcdyard Kipling, Author of “Departmental Ditties 
and othei Verses” Third Edition, Crown 8\o, cloth. 
Rs 44 (6s ) 

The Emperor Akbar A Contnbutioa towards the 
History of India m the XVI Centurj By Frid Augustus, 
Count of Hoer Translated bj Annette S Beveridge 
Two vols 8vo Rs 8 

Hindu Mythology Vedic and Puramc By Rev 
V J "Vilejn's, of the London Missionary Society, Cal- 
cutta Illustrated by very numerous Engravings from 
Drawings by Katne Artists Uniform with “Lays of 
Ind,” “Riding,” Ac Rs 7-8 (10s 6d.) 

"Mr Wilkins bis done his work well, with in honest desire to state 
facts apart from all theological prepossession, and his volume is likely to 
be a useful book of reference." — Guardian 
* In Mr "Wilkins's book we haie an illustrated manna!, the study of 
which will lay a solid foundation for more advanced knowledge, while it 
•will furnish those who may "have the desire without having the time or 
opportunity to go further into the subject, with a really extensive stock of 
accurate information.” — Indian Daily Acin 



W Thacker $ Go, London 


Echoes from Old Calcutta being chiefly R. ■ ■ 
of the days of "Warren Hastings, Francis, and Impey 
H E Busteed Second Edition Considerably 17 > 
and Illustrated Bs 6 (8s 6d ) 

“ Dr Busteed has made an eminently readable, entertaining, and 
means umnstructive -volume , there is not a dull page m the whole e 
— Satui day Review 

“The book will be re id by all interested in India” — Army and, 
Magazine. 

"The papers deal with some of the most interesting episodes 
political and social history of Calcutta, and while some fresh 
thrown on all of them, more than one of them are placed in an 
new aspect ” — Calcutta Rcmtio 

" Tho story of that frail East Indian beauty, who became j. 
Benevento, has never been told m detail before, and Dr Busteed 
scarcely have found a livelier or more picturesque subject to 
Anglo Indian life a hundred years ago ” — Times of India 

“ Not only can no one who reads these papers fail to appreciate 
their interest or their literary merit, but it is only necessary to 
them with what has been previously published on the same sue,, 
that they form a contribution of no mean value to the history of 
with which they deal The Englishman 

Life and Teaching of Keshub Chunder S 

P C Mazumdar Second and Cheaper Edition 

Indian Notes about Dogs their Diseases and 

ment By Major C Third Edition, Revised 

8vo , cloth Re 1-8 

Indian Horse Notes an Epitome of useful Info 
arranged for ready reference on Emergencies, and „ 
adapted for Officers and Mofussil Residents All T 
Terms explained and Simplest Remedies c" 

Major C , Author of “Indian Rotes about 

Second Edition, Revised and considerably Enlai b 1 
8-vo , cloth Rs 2 

Horse Breeding m India being a Second 
“ The Steeple Chase Horse , how to select, tram, 
him, with Rotes on Accidents, Diseases, and * 
mont ” By Major J Htjhfbet Crown 8vo 

Amateur Gardener m the Hills, Hints 
Authorities, adapted to the Hills By An 
C rown 8vo Rs 2-8, , 
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Eighth Edition Crown 8vo Ks 7 (10s. 6d ) 

The Management and Medical Treatment of 
Children m India By Edward A Birch, M.D , Surgeon- 
Major Bengal Establishment Second Edition, Revised. 
Being the Eighth Edition of “ Goodeve’s Hints for the 
Management of Children m Indi%” 

Dr Goodeic . — “Ihaie no hesitation m B3ymg that the present edition 
is for many reasons snpenor to its predecessors Xt ib written very care 
fully, and with much knowledge and experience on the author’s part, 
uhdst it possesses the great advantage of bringing up the subject to tho 
present level of Medical Science.” 

The Medical Times and Ga cite, m an article upon this work and 
Moore’s “ family Medicine for India,” says — “ The two works before 
ns are in themselies probably about the best examples of medical 
works v , ritten for non professional readers. The style of each is simple, 
and as free as possible from technical expressions The mode3 of treat 
ment recommended are generally those moA likely to yield good results in 
the bands of laymen , and throughout each a olnme the important fact is 
1 ept constantly before the mind of the reader, that the volume he is using 
is bnt a poor substitute for personal professional aduce, for which it 
must be discarded uheneier there is the opportunity ” 

A Tea Plantei’s Life m Assam By George M, 
Barker With Seventy-five Illustrations by the Author 
Ciown bio Es.5-S(7s 6cL) 

“ Mr Barker has supplied us with a veiy good and readable description, 
accompanied by numerous illustrations drawn by himself What may be 
called the business parts of the book are of most value.’ — Contemporary 
llci tew 

“A very interesting and amusing book, artistically illustrated from 
sketches drawn by the Author ’ — Marl Lane Express 

A Complete List of Indian Tea Gardens, Indigo 

Concerns, Silk Filatures, Sugar Factories, Cinchona 
Concerns, and Coffee Estates. With their Capital, 
Directors, Piopnetors, Agents, Managers, Assistants, &c , 
and rheir Factory Marks by which the chests may be 
identified in tho market 5s 

"The strong pomt of the book is the reproduction of the factory marks, 
which are presented side by side with the letterpress To bnvers of tea 
and other Indian products on this side, the work needs no recommenda 
tion ” — Bnh'h Trade Journal 

The Tea Estate's'of Ceylon, their Acreage and 
Proprietors. Is GcL, or with the "'Indian Tea 
Gardens,” 6s 


W Thaclei Co , London 


The Fauna of British India, including Ceylon 
Buima Published under the authority of the Secrcuny 
State for India Edited by W T Blanford, E R S , 
Illustrated 

Mammals described by W T Blanford i 
volume Parts I and II , Rs 7-8 each 
Reptiles and Batraohians by A Boulen 0 
the Butisli Museum Rs 15 
Fishes — By F Day, CIE, Deputy Sui e 
General Tv o volumes Rs, 15 each 
Birds — Three volumes 

Grasses — Illustrations of some of the Grasses of 
Southern Punjab Being Photo Lithographs of ■ 
the principal Grasses found at Hissar With sl_ 
scnptne Letterpress, by William Coldstream, B A , B 
Felloe, of the Punjab University and Member of the 
Botanical Society of Edinburgh Demy folio, Thirty 
Plates beautifully executed by the University Press 
buigh Rs 1G (25s ) 

Our Administration of India being a 
Account of the Revenue and Collectorato Adminis 
in all Departments, lutli special lefeienco to the 
and Duties of a Distinct Officer m Bengal By H 
Phillips Rs 4-4 (Gs ) 

" In elev on chapters Mr Philhp3 give3 a complete epitome of f 
in distinction from the criminal, duties of an Indian Collects 
information is all derived from personal evpenence A polemical 
runs through the hook, hut this does not detract from the value 
very complete collections of facts and statistics given ” — London Q 
Renew 

“ It contains much information in a convenient form for Eng' L 
who wish to study the vvorlung of our system m the country 
India ” — Wcetmimlci Renew 

“ A very handy and useful book of information upon a very m 
suhieet, about which Englishmen know very little ” — Pali Hall C 

The Reconnoitier’s Guide and Field 

adapted foi India By Lieut Col M J Kjkg- h 
BSC Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged In ^ 

It contains all that is requued foi the guidance of the 
Reconnoitrer m India it can be used as an ordinal y Poc 1 
Book, or as a Field Message Book, the pages aie m 
Field Book, and m sections, for mitten description or 

11 To officers sen mg m India this guide wall he invaluable ” — jl 
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The Culture and Manufacture of Indigo^vnth a 
Description of a Planter’s Life and Resources By Walter 
Maclagaj. Reid Crown 8vo With nineteen full-page 
Illustrations Rs 5 (7s 6d ) 

11 It is proposed in the following Sketches of Indigo Life in Tirhoot and 
Lower Bengal to giro those who have never witnessed the manufacture o 
Indigo, or seen an Indigo Factory m this country , an idea of hov? the nn^h 
marketable article is produced together with other phases nnd incidents 
of an Indigo Planter s life, such as may be interesting and amusing to 
friends at home * — Introdvction 

History of Civilization in Ancient India Based 
on Sanscrit Literature By Bomesh ChunDER Dctt 
Y ol 1 Ye die and Epic Ages, with Map Yol 2 
Rationalistic .Age Yol 3 Puranic Age Crown 8vo 
Each Rs 4 

The Government of India A primer for Indian 
Schools By H B Second Edition Sewed As 8 Cloth 
Rs 1 

Bombay Sketches In Bengali By S Tagore, Bo C S - 
With Photographic BlnstnhonS Royal 8vo Rs 8 

Pales from Indian History being the Annals of 
India retold m Barratries By 3 Talbots Wheeler 
Siifh Edition Crown 8vo , cloth gilt Rs 2 8 (3s 6d ) 

“No jonng reader who rerolts at the ordmarj history presented to him 
m his Bchool hooka will hesitate to take up this. No one can read a volume 
snch as this without being deeplj interested ” — Scotsman 

" While the work has been written for them (natives), it has also been 
written for the people of England, who will find in the volume, perhaps for 
the first time, the history of our great dependency made extremelj attractive 
reading ’ — Saturday Renew 

Calcutta Turf Club Buies of Racing, together 
with the Rules relating to Lotteries, Betting and Defaulters, 
and the Rules of the Calcutta Turf Club Authorised 
. Edition (Revised on June 11, 18S9) Cloth Rs 2 
Calcutta Turf Club Racing Calendar Yol 1, 
August 1, 1888, to April 30, 1889 Rs 4 YoL 2, 
brat 1, 1889, to Apnl 30, 1S90 Each Rs 4 

Caasar de Souza, Earl of Wakefield By the Author 
of “India in 1983 ” Crown 8i o Cloth Rs 2-8 

Leviora being the Rhymes of a Successful Competitor 
By T P Bigaold, Bengal Civil Service Svo Rs 7-8 

India m 1983 A Reprint of this celebrated brochure 
written at the time of the “ Ilbcrt Bill ” Reap 8\o Re 1 
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Hints on the Study of English By E J Rowe, 
2,1 A., and W T Webb, 2d A , Piofessors of English Litera- 
ture, Presidency College, Calcutta Hew Edition, Revised 
Crown Svo , cloth Rs 2 S 

A Companion Reader to “Hints on the Study of English ” 
(Eighteenth Thousand ) Demy Si o Price Re 1-4 

Talim- 1 -ZaTban-i-TJrdu A Guide to Hindustani By 
Di G S A Baking Crown Svo Rs 5 

Hldyat-al-Huknma A Guide to Medical Officers and 
Members of the Indian Service By Dr G S A Rarkjxg 
Sewed Re 1-4 

Essays on Mohairuaadan Social Reform By 

Delaw arr Hosaex Ahmed Meerza 2 vols 8\ o Rs 3 

Fifty Graduated * Weekly Papers in Arithmetic, 
Algebra, and Geometry for the nse of Students preparing 
for the Entrance Examinations of the Indian TJnn ersities 
"With Hints on Methods of Shortening Work and on the 
Writing of Examination Papers By W H Wood, B A , 
ECS, Lecturer m Mathematics and Science, La Martmiere 
College Re 1-8 

Indian Lyrics By W Trego Webb, MA, Bengal 
Education Service Square Svo , cloth gilt Rs 4 (7s 6<L) 

“He presents the various sorts and conditions of humanity that comprise 

the round of life in Bengal m a senes of vivid vignettes He 

vmtes with scholarly directness and finish ” — Saturday Jierte v 

“A pleasant hook to read.” — Suffolk Chronicle 

"The style is pretty pleasant, and the verses run smooth and melodious” — 

Indian Mad 

Hindustani as it ought to be Spoken A Manual 
with Explanation;,, Vocabularies, and Exercises By J 
Tweedie, C S Rs 2-8 (5s ) 

Fishing m the Kumaon Lakes By W Walker, 
M D , M A , Deputy Surgeon General, H W P With 
Map of the District and Plans of each Lake Rs 4 

Banting in India, with some Remarks on Diet 

and Hungs m General By Surgeon-Major Joshua Duke 
Third Edition Cloth Re 1-8 
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Manual of Agricultui e for India By Lt Frederick 
Pogson Illustrated. Crown Svo , cloth, gilt Bs o 
(7s Rd ) 

Costents. — Origin and general character of soils — Ploughing and 
Preparing the ground for sowing seed — Manures and Composts — -Wheat 
cultivation — Barley — Oats — Rye — Rice — Maize — Sugar producing 
Sorghums — Common, or non sugar producing Sorghums — Sugar caneCrop3 
— Oil seed Crops — Field Pea, J apan Pea, and Bean Crop3 — Dali, or Pulse 
Crops — Root Crops — Cold Spice Crops — Fodder Plants — Water nut Crops 
— Ground nut Crops — The Rush nut, i d Chufas — Cotton Crops — -Tobacco 
Crops — Mensuration — Appendix. 

Roxburgh’s Mora Indica , ox. Description of 
Indian Plants Keprmted literatim from Cary’s Edition 
8vo , cloth Pis 5 (10s 6d.) 

The Future of the Date Palm in India. (Phoenix 
Dactylifera) By E Box avia, M.D, Bngade-Surgeon, 
Indian Medical Department Crown Svo , cloth. Bs 2-8 

Rash gar la (Eastern or Chinese Turkestan), 
Historical, Geographical, Military, and Industrial. By Col 
Kuropatkin, Russian Army Translated by Major Gowan, 
ELJL’s Indian Army Svo Bs 6-8 (10s 6d.) 

Mandalay to Momien a Bamtive of the Two Expedi 
tions to Western China of ] 80S and 1875, under Cols 
E B Sladen and EL Browne. Three Maps, numerous 
Views and Wood-cuts By John M D Anderson 
Thick demy Si o , cloth. Bs 5 [1876 

British Burma and its People being Sketches of 
Katne Maimers, Customs, and Beligion. By Capt 
C J F S Forbe3 Svo, cloth Bs 4-8 [1878 

Myam-Ma The Home of the Burman By 

Tsata (Eev H Powell) Crown 8vo Bs 2 [1886 

A Critical Exposition of the Popular “ Jihad,’’ 

showing that all the Wars of Mohammad were defensive, 
and that Aggressive War or Compulsory Conversion is not 
allowed m the Horan, Ac By Moulavi Cheragh Ali, 
Author of “ Eeforms under Moslem Buie,” “ Hyderabad 
under Sir Salar Jung ” 8vo Bs 6 



n* Thm ler <j Co , London 


Ancient India as described by Ptolemy B<"> 
Translation of the Chapter* on India and on Centr'd 
Eastern Aan m tho Treatise on Geography In Klnu 
Plolomuo*, tin: celebrated Astronomer with Intio-hm 
Commentary, it ip of India according to Ptolemy, 
a very copious Lidox By J W McCuindle, M A C 
cloth, loitered K« 4*4 

The Life of HM Queen Victoria, Empress 
India B\ John J Pool, Editoi, “Indian Mission 
With an Original Portrait from a Wav Medallion by Si 
C Mo'-eitti, Assistant Engrai «, Ha Majesty's Mint, 
cult i Cron n Si o Paper, Be 1 Cloth, Re 1-4 

Poppied Sleep By Mr* II A FiETCfir n, Au-b 
“ Here’ 1 - Rue for You ” Cionm Sio Eo 1-S 

Tbe Bengal Medical Service, April, 1885 • 

piled hv G F A litmus, Sui goon, Bengal Medical 
Roy al S\ o 11* 2 

A Gradation List giving Medical and Surgical Degre 
Diplom is, and Universities, Colleges, Hospital*, aud 
Semtes etc , etc 

Ague ; or Intermittent Fever By M I) O’Co 
M D Svo , «<m ed Ils 2 

Book of Indian Eras — With Tibles for caL 
Indian Date* By Amaamjeii Cunningham, C S I , 
Mnjor-Gcnl , R E , Bengal Roy il 8\ o , cloth Rs 

Protestant Missions — Tho Fourth Decennial Stn 
Table* of Protestant Missions in India, Ceylon, and 1 
Prepared, on information collected at tho close of 18 
tho request of tho Calcutta Missionary Conference 
with tho concurrence of tho Madras and Bombay Mis 
Conferences bupor-Royal Svo Rs 2 8 

A Map of the Civil Divisions m India, ■ 

Governments, Divisions, and Districts, Political A 
and Active States Folded Ro 1 

The Landmarks of Snake Poison Lit 

By Vincent Riciurds, FKCS Crown 8vo 
Edition Rs 2 8 
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Thacker’s Guide to Calcutta with Chapteis on 

its Rjepaths, Ac , with Map Tcap 8a o 

Calcutta to Liverpool by China, Japan, and 

America, m 1877 Bj Lieut -General Sir Hi: Mil Rokmaj, 
Seeoml Edition Tcap Si o , clotli Rs. 2-8 (3s Gd ) 

The onlj boolv published on this mtei ostmg route between 
Indn and England 

Guide to Masuri, Landaui, Delna Lun, and the 

Hills North of Delira, including Routes to the Snows 
and other places of note, Yritli Chapters on Garhwal 
(Telm), Hardw ar, Rurki, and Ch ikrat.a By J om 
North ah Rs 2-S 

A Handbook foi Visitors to Agra and its Neigh- 
bourhood Bj H G Keene, C S Fourth Edition. 
Revised. Maps, Plans, Ac Fcap Si o , cloth Rs 2-8 
A Handbook for Visitors to Delhi and its Neigh- 
bourhood. BjILG Keene, C S Third Edition Maps 
Fcap 8vo , cloth Rs 2-S 

A Handbook for Visitors to Allahabad, Cawn- 
pore, and Lucknou Bj H G Keene, C S Second 
Edition, re-imtten and enlarged Reap 8a o (Reprinting) 

Hills beyond Simla Three Months’ Tour from Simla, 
tluough Bussahir, Kunowar, and Spiti, to Lahoul (“In 
the lootsteps of the Eeir”) By Mrs J C Murkay- 
Ay.nsi.ev Crown Sro, cloth. Rs 3 

A Bomance of Thakote and other Tales By 

E C C Crown bi o Sen ed Re 1 

Son Giuel, or, What he met i’ the Mofussil (after two 
Noble Lords) Cantos I andll Fcap S%o Re leach. 
An Historical Account of the Calcutta Collee- 

torate. From the days of tile Zemindars to the present time 
By R C Stern dale, author of “Municipal Work in India ” 
8yo , cloth Rs 2 

Life An Explanation of it Bj W Sedgwick, Major, 
R E. Crown Svo , cloth. Rs 2 

Elementary Statics and Dynamics By W K 
Boctflower, B A , late Scholar of Sr. John’s College, 
Cambridge, and Professor of Mathematics, Muir Central 
College, Allahabad. Second Edition. Crown S\o Rs 3 S 

luce’s Guide to Kashmir. Revised and Re-wntten By 
Surgeon Major Joshua Duke With Maps Rs 6 



W Thru lit t) Co,, London 


A Key to the Entrance Course, 1891 (O' 1 ’ 

Univorsitj Entrance Examination, 1S91 ) ]i) W T \> 
Mi Fcap 8\o Es 2 

Indian-English and Indian Character By < 

Underwood Fcap Svo Ee 1 

The Trial of Maliai aj a Nanda Kumar A Ua . 
of a Judicial Murder 15} H Beveridge, C S 
cloth Es 5 

The Indian Tribute and the Loss by Excli 

The failure of Bimetallism as a remedy for India’s d l 
burden Bj T I Bollard, author of “ Gold and 
"Weighed m the Balance ” Crown Svo , cloth Es 2 

Gold and Silver Weighed m the Balam. 
measure of their value, &c By T I Pollard, auH' 
“The Indian Tribute, Ac ” Crown Svo , cloth Es 

Seonee oi, Camp Life on the Satpura Eangc A « 
Indian Adventure By E A Stern dale, Au f h, 

“ Mammalia of India,” “Denizens of the Jungles ” 
trated by tlio Author With an Appendix. Secc 
cheaper edition post Svo Es 6 (8s Gd) 

“ He has strung theso dotachcd remmisconcc3 together after a 
and has varied them with descriptions of Indian life, native and 
Indian, which are very ploasant reading ” — Home News 
“ Mr Stenidale’s interesting narrative of Indian life ” — Bioad A 

Modern Hinduism Being an Account of the "" 
and Life of tiio Hindus in Northern India By 
Wilkins, of the London Missionary Society, A" 1 
“Hindu Mythology, Vedic and Puranic” Demy 
Price Es 8 

The Sepoy Officers' Manual Second Edition, v 
By Capt E G Barrow Es 2 8 

The Laws of Wealth A Pumer on Political Eo 
for the Middle Classes of India By Horace T!r ' rT 
Ecap 8 annas 

Reminiscences of Behar. By an Old Planter < 

8 vo, cloth Es 3 8 

A Theory of Lunar Sui facing by Gla_ 

By S E Peal, Liverpool Astronomical Association 
Illustrations Eoyal 8\o Bs, 2 6 
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Hindu Tribes and Castes by tl>e Rty if A Sumtrso, 
M A , LL B , Lond la 3 \oh Cloth Es 40 

“Jlr Slurring-- wort is fj stunatieilly and clearly -rrangetl. ETiry 
caste, from the bi„he«t Brahmin to the lowest clasps of aborigines and 
outcasts, is pa**sul m rouen Tin* is the fir^t atUmj t, v*e btlivi g, 

to give an v* king like a general irirvc\ of the cvtc «iy**cr fl a* it exi R ts in 
the Bengal Pre ldettcv Mr Shcrnng has v*ell studied Ins & ibject, and ht 
writes wtU and clearlv w — rdaj Lc- ie»r 

From tlie City of Palaces to Ultima Thule. "With 
a Map o£ Iceland, Icelandic Vocabulary, Money Tables, 
<£c Cronn Svo, seued Be 1 

Splendidly Dlustnted boo! of Sport. In Demy Ito ,11? 25 , elegantly 
bound (£2 2s 1 

Xiarge Game Shooting m Thibet, the Hima- 
layas, and Eoithorn India By Colonel Aur-CANDm A-Krs- 
ujcn Contauuug descriptions of the country and of the 
various animals to be found , together with extracts from a 
yournulof sc\ oral j cars’ standing With thirty illustrations 

and map of tho distnet 

** It is the work of a genuine shikari The heads have been 

admirably reproduced by the photograph The spiral or curved horns 
the silk} hair, the fierce glance, the missive JW8, the thick neck of deer, 
mtelope, vak or bison, arc realistic and superior to anything that vve can 
remember in any bookshelf full of Indian sport* — Saturday Jfencr 

u The splendidly lllu trated record of sport The photo gravures es 
peciallj the heads of the v anous antelopes are lifelike , and the letterpress 
is very pleasant reading ' — Graphic. 

Musketry Made Easy for Entire Officers nnd Eon- 
Conumssioncd Officers, Eatiyo Army By Xieutenont 
K E S Tavloh, Adjutant, 38th Bengal Infantiy Ai 
ranged m Questions and Answers Engbsb and Urdu 
Second Edition As 8 

The Invasion and Defence of England By Captain 
P E Maude, B E. Crown 8vo Be 1-8 

The Second Bombardment and Capture of 

Fort "William, Calcutta, 20th June, 1S91, by a Russian 
Fleet and Army Translated from the Russian, by Ivan* 
Batiushka Crown 8y o Re 1-8 
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The Quartermasters Almanac, a Diary of 
Duties, with other information By Lt H Bush 
E e 1-8 

The Teeth then Stiucturej Disease, and 

seivation , witli some Notes on Conservative and Pros* 
Dentistry By J Miller, L.D S, ROSE 9 PI 
Second Edition Es 2 8 

The Indian Medical Service, a Guide for mtt 

Candidates for Commissions and for the Junior CiT 
the Service By TV Wilfred Webb, MB, C 
Bengal Aimy Crown 8vo Es 4 (5s 6d ) 

Notes on the Course of Garrison Instru 
with diagrams By Major E Lloyd, Garrison InsL 
Crown 8vo 

The Indian Articles of War Annotated By C 
H S Hudson, 27th Madras Infantiy Crown 8vo ( 
Es 4 

Hand-Book to the Drill in “ Extended Or 

Part IH Field Exeicise 1884 With Plates 
Eir Hunger’s Manual of Gardening for 
A New Edition, tlioioughly Eevised and Ee written 
many Illustrations By J H Jackson, Editor, 

Affi icultrn ist In the pi ass 

English Etiquette for Indian Gentlemo 

W Trego Webb, Bengal Educational Depaitment 
8vo Ee 1 Cloth, Ee 1-4 
Musketry Instruction m the form of Queoim 
Answer By Captain L E Dumoulin Es 2 

Letters on Tactics and Organization. > 

tionship of British to Continental Systems By < 

F N Maude, E E Ciown 8vo Es 5 

The Captain’s Daughter. A Novel literally 
from the Bussian By S H Godfrey, Bombay S 0 
Literally translated, with a view of assisting Students to 
Mastery of Russian Idioms, and to obtain a grasp of the Languag» 
certainly a a ery pleasant way of learning Russian — Army and A 

Russian Conversation - Grammar (on the s„ 

Otto) With Exercises, Colloquial Phrases, and an 
Eussian Yocahulary Bj A Kinloch, late T. - 
ELB M Consulate, St Peteishurgh Es 6 8 (9s ) 
Constructed on the excellent system of Otto, with El 
panying every rule in the form of usual phrases and idioms , 
the Student by easy and rapid gradations to a colloquial 
Language 
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LAW PUBLICATIONS 

The Code of Criminal Fiocedure. being Act X of 
1882 (amended 1886 and 1887), wuth Notes of all Judg- 
ments and Ordeis tliereon ByH T Prixsep, Judge of 
the Supreme Court, Calcutta 8\o Reprinting 

The Code of Criminal Pioceduie Togethei with 

Rulings, Circular Orders, Notifications, &.e , of all the High Courts in 
India, and Notifications and Orders of the Government of India and 
the Local Governments Edited, with Copious Notes and full Index, 
by W F Agvew, and Gilbert S Hekdebsov, JLA, Barristers at- 
Law Second Edition Royal 8vo , cloth Rs IS (3Gs ) 

A1 Sirajiyyah or the Mahommedan Law of Inheritance 
Sir William Jones’ Translation, with Notes and Appendix 
by Almaric Reuset, Professor of Indian Jurisprudence 
King’s College, I ondon Second Edition Crown Si o 

Manual of Revenue and Collectorate Law with 
Important Rulings and Annotations By HAD 
Phillips, Bengal Civil Service Crown Svo cloth 
Ps 10 

The Negotiable Instruments Act, 1881 being an 
Act to define and amend the Law relating to Promissory 
Notes, Bills of Exchange and Cheques Edited by 3L I) 
Chalmers, hi. A , Barrister at-Law, Author of “A Digest 
of the Law of Bills of Exchange,’’ S.C , and Editor of 
Wilson’s “Judicature Acts” Si o, cloth Ps 7-8 (10s 6d ) 

The Insolvent Debtors (India) Act Being a Repnnt 
of Act 11 & 12 Yict , Cap 21 Sio Sewed Ps 1-S 

A Commentary on Hindu Law of Inheiitance, 

Succession Partition, Adoption, Marriage, Shidhan, and 
Testamentary Disposition By Pundit Jogemhio Nath 
Bhattachabji Smart a Siromam, M A , D L Demy Svo 
Cloth, gilt Ps 12 

A Ohankidari Manual , being Act YI (B C ) of 1870, as 
amended hi Acts 1 (B C ) of 1871 and 1886 With Notes, 
Rules, Government Orders, and Inspection Notes By G 
T ova bee, C S , Magistrate of Hoogbli Crown 8io cloth P, I 
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Manual of tlie Revenue Sale Law and. Certifi« 

Procedure* of Lower Bengal, being Act XI of 1859, 
VII (B C ) of 18G8 , and Act VII (B G ) of 1880 
Public Demands Kocoi ery Act, including Selections 
the Buies and Cnculai Orders of tlie Boaul of Re, 
With Notes By W H Grim lev, B A , C S 
Rs 5-8 , mtoileni ed, Es 6 

The North-Western Provinces’ Rent Act, 

Act XII of 1881, as amended by Act XIV of 
With Notes, Ac Bv II W Bia holds, CS Demy 
cloth Es 7 

The Bengal Tenancy Act Being Act VIII of 
With Notes and Annotations, Judicial Rulings, a 
Rules fiamod by the Local Government and the High 
under the Act Por the guidance of Reicnuc Offit" 
the Civil Courts By R E Rampini, M A , C S , E 
at-Law, Distnct and Session Judge, and if Fa, 
PA, C S , Director of the Agricultural Depa* 
Government of Bengal Second Edition Royal 8\ o 

The Inland Emigration Act , with Ordeis 
Lieutcnant-Govcinor of Bengal , Forms by Gov <■ 
Bengal , Resolution of the Government of India , 
tion of tlio Goa emment of Assam , Rules made 
Chief Commissioner of Assam, and Oideisbythe La > 
Goa oinor, N W P Interpaged with blank pages fi 
Croavn 8vo Rs 2-4 

The Hindu Law of Inheritance, Paititn . 

Adoption aceoidmg to the Snuitis By Dr Julius 
Tagoio Laav Lectiuci, 1883 Rs 10 

The Bengal Local Self-Government Ac+ 

Act III of 1885), and the genoial Rules framed the, 
Wrth Critical and Explanatory Notes, Hints ra 
Procedure, and reference to the Leading Cases on f 
relating to Local Authorities, To avhicli is a 1 
Appendix containing the principal Acts referred 
&c , and a Full Index By P R Staklep < 

B C,S , Editor of “ The Bengal Municipal Act ” 

8vo Second Edition Rs 5 

An Income Tax Manual, being Act II of 181 
Rules, Rulings and Piecedents, &c„ and Notes B 
Grimlev, B A , C S , Commissioner of Income T* 1 ' 
Royal 8vo Rs 3 8 , interleaved, Rs 4 
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The Pocket Penal, Criminal Procedure and Police 

Codes, also the Whipping Act and the Railway Servants 
Act With General Index. leap S\ o . cloth Rs 4 

The Pocket Civil Procedure Code, with Court Fee, 
Indian Evidence, Specific Belief, Indian Registration, 
Limitation, and Stamp Acts With General Index 
Fcap Svo , cloth Ks 4 

The Indian Penal Code and othei Laws and Acts 

of Parliament relating to the Criminal Courts of India 
With Notes Rj J O’JIixrALT, Judge of the High Court, 
Calcutta. Third Edition Royal 8 vo Rs 12 (24s) 

Legislative Acts of the Goi emor General of India in 
Council , published annually with Index Koj al Svo , 

cloth 1872, Rs 10, 1873, 1874, and 1875, Rs 5 each, 
1876, Ks 6, 1877, Ks 10, 1878, Rs 5, 1879, Ks 5, 
1880, Ks 4 , 1881, Ks 8 , 1882, Ks 15-8 , 1S83, Rs 5 , 
1884, Ks 5, 1885, Rs 5, 1886, Ks 5, 1887, Ks 5, 
1888, Ks 5, 1889, Ks 

Introduction to the Regulations of the Bengal 

Code By C 1) Field, M A , IAJO (specially reprinted for the 
use of students, etc ) In crown S\ o , cloth Bs 3 

The Law of Evidence in Butish India By c D 

Field, M A , LL.D, Judge of the High Court, Calcutta. Fourth 
Edition Rs, 18 

The Indian Contract Act No IX of 1872 To- 
gether with an Introduction and Explanatory Note 5 , Table of 
Contents, Appendix, Lc. By H S CckkisgHaji, M.A , one of the 
Judges of EH s High Court of Judicature, Calcutta, and H. H 
Shephaito, SI A , Barrister at Law Fifth Edition Ks 15 

The Piactiee of the Presidency Court of Small 

Causes of Calcutta. The Presidency Small Cause Courts Act 
(XV of 18S2), with Copious Notes, the Code of Civil Procedure, 
with Botes and Keferences, the Buies of Practice, Institution, and 
Court Eces, and a complete Index By B S T MaoEuex, 
Barrister at Lau, one of the Judges of the Presidency Court of Small 
Causes of Calcutta. Thick 8vo Bs 10 

Introduction to the Duties of Magistrates and 

Justices of the Peace in Indn By Sir P B fa sox Max- 
well, Kt Specially edited for India by the Honble 
L P Deli es Broughton, Bamstei at-Law ' Royal Svo 
cloth, lettered. Ks 12 
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The Indian Limitation Act, Act XV of 1877 
amended In Act XII of 1870, and subsequent 
meats), with Notes By H T Rita?, Barrister a* 
Adv ocate, X -TV -P , and Pimjab Third Edition 
8 vo , cloth Rs 10 

The Lav of Specific Relief m India, bemg a 

mentary on Act 1 of 1S77 By Charles Collett, Kto of the 
Cull Senice, of Lincoln s Inn, Bn niter at Lav. , and formerly 
of the High Court at Mndraa Demy 8\o Re 10 (Ids ) 

Manual of Indian Criminal Lav being the 
Code, Criminal Procedure Code, E\ idenco, TV 1 
General Clause^, Police, Ac, Acts, with Penal < 
of Legal Practitioners’ Act, Registration, Anns, » 
Ac , Acts Fully Annotated, and containing all api 
Rulings of all High Courts arranged undci the ai ri 
Sections up to date By H A D Phillips 
crown S\o Row Edition Rs 10 

Glossary of Medical and Medico-legal T 

including those most fiequently met with m 
Compiled by R F Hutchixson, MD, Surgeu 
Second edition ISmo, cloth Rs 2 

The Stamp Lav of British India, as constit 
the Indian Stamp Act (I of 1879) Rulings and ' 
Oiders of the four High Couits, notifications, e-» 
Rules , and Oiders of tlio Go\ ernment of India »ti ’ 
various Local Governments , together with Schedul 
the stamp duties clinTgcablo on Listriunents in Ind 
the earliest times Edited, with Votes and ■ 
Walter R Dovogii, TLA., of tlio Inner Temple, 
at-Law Demy Svo Rs 8 

Code of Civil Procedure (Act XIV. of 1S82 as 
by subsequent Acts) With Notes, &c By J 0 
C S , Judge of the High Court, Calcutta Fifth 
Royal 8\o Rs. 10 

Lav of Intestate and Testamentary Sue 

m India, mcluding the Luhan Succession Act (x < 
with a Commentary, and the Parseo C " 

Hindu Wills Act, Prohate and Administration 
tnct Delegates Act, Acts xn and xiu of 1855, R 
Debts Acts, Acts relating to the Administrate 
Coitificato Act, and Oudli Estates Act, avith T 
Cross References and a General Index By G 
Herderson, TI A , Bamster-at-Law Rs 1G 
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Comparative Criminal Jurisprudence, being a 
synopsis of the law, procedure, and case lav, of other 
countries, arranged as far as possible under the correspond- 
ing sections of the Indian Codes By H A. D Phillips 

Vol I Crimes and Punishments Yol 11 Procedure and Police. Its 12 

This work includes extracts from the Penal and Criminal Procedure 
Codes of the State of New York, of Louisiana, of France, Belgium, and 
Germany, the Fnghsh statute lair and case-law (up to date), as well as the 
moat important decisions of the Courts of aanous American States, the 
Supreme Court of the United States, and the Court of Cassation in Paris , 
also extracts from the best works on criminal Ian and jurisprudence 

The Indian Law Examination Manual By 
Pendall Currie, Esq , of Lincoln’s Inn, Bamstei-at-Law 
Third Edition Dema 8vo Rs 5 

Contents — Introduction — Hindoo Law — Mahomedan Law — Indian 
Penal Code — Code of Cinl Procedure — Evidence Act — -Limitation Act — - 
Sncce'Ton Act— Contract — Registration Act — Stamp Acts and Court Fee3 
— Mortgage— Code of Criminal Procedure— The Easement Act — The 
Trust Act — The Transfer of Property Act — The Negotiable Instruments 
Act 

Tlie Law of Mortgage in India, including tho Transfer 
of Property, avith Rotes of Decided Cases The Second 
Edition of the Tagore Lair Lectures, 1876 Revised and 
partly rewritten Ba Kashbehari Ghose, JIA, D L 
Rs 10 

The Bengal Municipal Manual, containing the Mum- 
cipal Act (B C Act III of 1884) and other Laws relating 
to Municipalities in Bengal, with the Rules and Circular.-, 
issued by the Local Goa eminent, and Rotes Second 
Edition, Reused and Enlarged Bv E R. Stanley 
Collier, B C S Crown Svo , cloth Rs 5 

Possession in the Civil Law, abridged from the Treatise 
of Yon Savigvt To aa hich is added the Test of the Title 
on Possession from the Digest , with Rotes Compiled by 

J Kelleher, Esq , Bengal Cml Service Rs 8 


Principles of Specific Performance and Mistake 

By J Eelleher, Esq , Bengal Cml Service Rs S 
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TAGORE LAW LECTURES. 

The Hindu Law . ns administered to Hindus hy 
Courts (1870 and 1871 ) By Hruin iit Cov.i ml 
8vo , 2 \oK , cloth, each Its g 

History and Constitution of the Courts 

Legislative Authonties (1872 ) By llrnmitT C 
Kcv, Edition (18S1) Demy 8\o Its C 

Mahoinedan Law. By Siuma Churn Sircar 
Digest ot Law s according to Sunm Code Rc 9 ( 

Sunni Code m port and lummy nil Codo Its 9 ( 

The Law relating to the Land Tenures of 

Bengal (1875) By Aninun Ponurs Rs 10, 

The Law relating to Mortgage m India, i 

By R \sn Bi ham Gnosn Second Edition R« K 

The Law relating to Mmois m Bengal 

By E J Tremman Royal 8\o , cloth IN 10 

The Hindu Law of Marriage aud Stri> 

(1878) By Gooroo Doss BAM'njnr Royal Svo 

The Law relating to the Hindu Widu 

TitAir.oja avatii Mittra, M.A , I)L Its 10 (1 

The Plinciples of the Hindu Law oflnh 

By Rajcoomau Sabvadiucari, B L Its 16 (18. 

The Law of Tiusts m British India B,y 

AoNru.Esq Its 12 (1881) 

The Law of Limitation and Pies< 

British India By OrLMiRv. N atii Mixxlr (18. 

The Hindu Law of Inheritance, Partitn 

Adoption, accordmg to tho Smritis By Dr J ul . 
(1883) Rs 10 

The Law relating to Gifts, Trusts, and 

mentary Dispositions among tlio Maliomcdaiis 
Aiilfr Ali (18S4 ) Es 12 

The Joint Hindu Family m Bengal. By 

Kamal BnATTAcnrnjiA 1885 Rs 12 
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PUBLISHED IN CALCUTTA ANNUALLY 
Soper R 03 al 8 vo Leather backs, 36$ 

THACKER’S INDIAN DIRECTORY, 

Embracing the whole Enipne governed bj tbe Viceroy of 
India and also tbe ATatn e States, with complete and detailed 
information of tbe Cities of Calcutta, Bombaj and Madras 
With Almanac, Army List, and general information. 

" Kothmg more strikingly represents the change that has come oier 
India in recent years than this great Directory Here is seen at a glance 
the vast development of our Industrie", the growth of the white population, 
the increased pressure of competition, and aU the manifold interests which 
go to make tin the complex fabric of Anglo Indian life in the^e days 
Englishman, Calcutta 

41 The alphabetical list of residents thronghout India in the three great 
province^, with their addre^ea, must be of great service to tho«e who have 
bu c me&» with our Eastern Empire ” — The Times (London) 

** Aims at being a directory to the whole of India. It con tarns separate 
classified and street directories of each of the cities of Calcutta, Bombay, 
and Madras, * remarkably comprehensn e and detailed Mofus*il directory, 
and a vast amount of general information relating to India, its government, 
commerce, postal arrangements, festivals, and official establishments 
The expansion of the work will be welcomed as a response to the growing 
requirements of commerce with India — Manchester Guardian 


Published Monthly Siibscrqitions Hs 18 per Annum, including 
Postage 

THE INDIAN MEDICAL GAZETTE. 

A Record of Medicine, Surgeiy, and Pubbc Health, and of 
General Medical Litelhgence, Indian and European. Edited 
by EL McLeod, M D 

The Indian Medical Gazette bas for more than tm enty years 
earned for itself a growing and world-wide reputation by its 
sobd contributions to Tropical Medicine and Surgery It is the 
sole representative medium for recording tbe work and ex- 
perience of the Medical Profession m India, and its arrange- 
ments with tbe leading Medical Journals in Great Britain and 
America enable it not only to diffuse this information broadcast 
thioughout tbe world, but also to cull for its Indian readers, 
from an unusual variety of sources, all information which bas 
aw\ practical bearing on medical works in India 

The Contributors to The Indian Medical Gazette com- 
prise tbe most eminent and representative men in tbe profession, 
and the contents form a storehouse of information on tropical 
diseases which would otherwise be lost to tbe world 
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All, Critical Exposition of " Jihad ” 

Amateur Gardener m the Hills 
Anderson, Mandalay to Momien 
Bailhe, ICumchee 
Barker, Tea Planter’s Life in Assam 
Batmshka, Bombardment of Calcutta 
Beddome, Perns of India, Ceylon, &c 
Behind the Bungalow 
Bell, Laws of Wealth 
Beveridge, Emparor Akbav 
Bevendge, Trial of Nanda Kumar 
Bignold, Leu ora 

Birch, Management of Children in India 
Bonann, Date Palm in India 
Bose, The Hindoos as they are 
BoutHower, Statics and Dynamics 
Busteed, Fchoes from old Calcutta 

C , 'Major, Indian Horse Notes 

C , Major, Indian Notes about Dogs , 

Ctcsar do Souza 

Calcutta Turf Club Calendar 

Calcutta Turf Club Rides 

Coldstream, Grasses of tlie Punjab 

Ceylon Tea Estates 

City of Palaces to Ultima Thule 

Captain s Daughter, from the Russian, bv Godfrey 

Cunningham, Indian Eras 

Duke, Banting in India 

Duke Queries at a Mess Table 

Dutt, Civilization in Ancient India 

Field, Landholding 

Eirmmger, Gardening for India 

Fletcher, Poppied Sleep 

Forbes, British Banna 

Fauna of British India 

Government of India, Primer 

Gregg, Text Book of Indian Botany 

Harrington, Ashes for Bread 

Harris, Bengal Medical Service 

Hayes, Riding on the Flat and Across Country 

Hayes, Veterinary Notes for Hor»e Orncrs 

Hayes, Points of the Horse 

Haye-<, The Horsewoman 

Hayes, Sporting News 
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Hayes, Training and Horse Management ^ 

Hayes, On Tactics ^ 

Hayes, Soundness m Horses ? 

Hayes, Illustrated Horse Breaking 7 

Humfrey, Horse Breedmg in India ® 

Ince, Guide to Kashmir *8 

India in 1983 12 

Indian Tea Gardens, Ac., A Complete List 10 

Jackson, Statistics of Hydraulic Works, &c k3 

Keene, Handbook to Agra 18 

Keene Handbook to Allahabad 18 

Keene Handbook to Delhi 18 

KeJmb Chunder Sen, Life and Teaching 9 

Kinloch, Large Game Shooting _ 20 

Kmlocb, Russian Conversation Grammar 21 

Kipbng, Departmental Ditties 4 

Kipling, Plain Tales from the Hills 8 

Kuropatkm, (Gowan) Kasbgana 16 

Lays of Ind, by Ahph Cheem 4 

Tie Messuncr, Game, Shore and Water Birds of India 13 

Lyon, Medical Jurisprudence for India 8 

Map of Civil Divisions of India 17 

Maude s Invasion and Defence of England 20 

HcCnndle, Ancient India 17 

Meerza, Mohammadan Social Reform 14 

Military Hand Book, Drill in Extended Order 21 

„ Articles of War Hudson 21 

„ Mnsketiy Instruction - Dnmoulm 21 

„ Musketry Made Easy Taylor 20 

„ Sepoy Officers’ Manual Barrow 19 

„ Reconnoitrer’s Gmde Rang Harman II 
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„ On Garrison Instruction Lloyd 21 

Miller, The Teeth 21 

Mookcrjee, Memoir of Onoocool Chunder Mookerjee 13 
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Northam, Gmde to Masun, Ac 18 

O'Connell, Ague 17 

ODonoghue, Riding for Laches 3 

Peal, Lnnar Surfacing by Glaciation 19 

Phillips, Our Administration of India 11 

Pogson, Agriculture for India 16 
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Pollard, Gold and Sih er weighed m the Balance 

Pool, Queen Victoria 
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Banking, Guide to Hindustani 

Banking, Hid} at al Hukuma 

Beid, Indigo Culture and Manufacture 

Reminiscences of Behar 

Bichards, Landmarks of Snake Poison Literature 

Romance of Tbakoto 

Bowe, Key to Entrance Course, 1SSS 

Bowe and Webb, Hints on the Study of English 
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Roxburgh's Flora Indica 

Sedgw lek, Life 

Sliemng, Hindu Tribes and Castes 
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Son Gruel 

Sterndale, Mammalia of India 
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Sterndale, Seonce 
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Tagore, Bombay Sketches 
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Thacker a Indian Director} 

Tlmillier, Manual of Sun e} mg for India 

Tribes on my Frontier 

Tnya (Powell) Myam Ms 

To. eedie, Hindustani as Spoken 

Underwood, Indian English and Indian Character 

Useful Hints to Young Shikaris 

"Walker, Fishing m Kumann Lakes 

Webb, Indian Medical Some? 

Webb, Key to Entrance Course 

Wobb, English Etiquette for Indian Gentlemen 

Webb, Indian Lyncs 

Wheeler, Tales from Indiau History 

Wilkins, Hindu Mythology 

Wilkms, Modern Hindatsm 

Wood, Fifty Graduated Papers in Arithmetic, Ac 

Wyvcrn, Culinary Jotings 
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21 
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20 
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£3 
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22 
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25 
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20 

SntcDBBion, Intestate mid I estninentarj 

llonderson 

25 
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Tagore Law Lecture* 

Vm ion* 

27 


W I fttclinrdaon, Printer IAS Ore it Queen St , I tncolnfl Inn I ioltln, I ondon, 13 C 



